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ACHILLES  IN  SCYROS. 


*0L.  II. 


PERSONS  OF  THE  DRAMA. 

Lycomedes,  King  of  Scyros. 

Achilles,  in  a  female  drefs,  under  the  name  of 
Pyrrha,  in  love  with  DeidaMia. 

Deidamia,  the  Daughter  of  Lycomedes,  in  love 
with  Achilles. 

Ulysses,  AmbafTador  from  Greece. 

Theagenes,    Prince   of    Chalqis,    the   defigned 
hufband  of  Deidamia. 

Nearchus,  Governor  of  Achillas. 

Arcas,  the  Confident  of  Ulysses. 

Chorus  of  Bacchan"als. 
Chorus  of  Sixgers. 

'Scene  in  the  Ifland  of  Scyros, 


ACHILLES  IN  SCYROS. 


ACT   I.      SCENE    I. 

The  outjide  of  a  magnificent  temple  dedicated  to 
Bacchus.  Between  the  pillars  of  the  temple  is 
difcovered  on  one  fide  the  wood  facred  to  the 
Deity,  and  on  the  other  fide  the  fea  coafi  of 
Scyros.  The  piazza  is  filled  with  Bacchanals 
celebrating  the  fefiival  of  the  God,  to  the  found 
of  various  infiruments.  A  numerous  company  of 
the  nolle  dames  of  Scyros  defcending  the  fieps 
from  the  temple :  with  thefe  are  feen  Deidamia 
and  Achilles,  the  lafi  in  a  female  hahit^ 

Chorus  op  Bacchanals. 

While  each,  O  father  Bacchus !  pays 
To  thee  this  hymn  of  grateful  praife, 
Defcend  our  raptur'd  fouls  to  raife 
With  thy  celeftial  fire. 

Part  Chorus. 

O  !  fource  !  from  whom  our  bleflings  flpw, 
Oblivion  fweet  of  human  woe  ! 
By  thee  we  fcorn  this  life  below. 
And  to  the  Ikies  afpire, 

B  Q,  Chorus, 
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Chorus. 

Defcend  our  raptur'd  fouls  to  raife 
With  thy  celeflial  fire. 

Part  Chorus. 

By  thee,  the  blood,  that  fcarce  maintains 
A  fluggifh  courfe  through  freezing  veins. 
With  warmth  renew'd  frefh  vigour  gains. 
And  glows  with  young  delire. 

Chorus. 

Defcend  our  raptufd  fouls  to  raife 
With  thy  celeftial  fire. 

Part  Chorus. 

Henceforth  deceit  (hall  fly  the  breafi 
That  owns  thee  for  its  chofen  gueft, 
And  lips,  before  with  falfehood  dreft, 
Tlie  words  of  truth  acquire. 

Chorus. 

Defcend  our  raptur'd  fouls  to  raife 
With  thy  celeftial  fire. 

Part  Chorus. 

Thou  mak'fl  the  coward  Fame  revere  ; 
Thou  dry'ft  from  weeping -eyes  the  tear ; 
Thou  bid'fl  the  blufh  of  modefl  fear 
From  lovers'  cheeks  retire. 

Chorus. 
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Chorus. 

O  !  fource  !  from  whom  our  bleflings  flow ; 
Oblivion  fweet  of  human  woe  ! 
By  thee  we  fcorn  this  Hfe  below. 

And  to  the  Ikies  afpire. 
\here  the  Chorus  is  interrupted  hy  the.  found  of 

trumpets  from  the  fea. 

Deid.  [to  Ach.]  Didll  thou  not  hear  ? 

Ach.  Princefsj  I  did. 

Deid.  Who  dares 
With  founds  profane  thus  rafhly  to  difturb 
The  facred  rites  of  our  myfterious  orgies  ? 

Ach.  'Tis  fo ;  I  am  not  deceiv'd ;  from  yonder 
feas 
The  founding  clangour  comes,  and  yet  I  know  not. 
Nor  can  divine  the  caufe — but  now  methinks 
I  fee  two  veffels,  with  extended  fails. 
Swift  making  to  the  fhore. 

[two  flip  appear  at  a  difance, 
Deid.  [alarmed.']  Ah,  me  ! 
Ach.  What  fear'ft  thou  ? 
As  yet  they're  diftant  far. 
Deid.  O  !  let  us  fly. 

[allfy  hut  Ach.  and  Deid. 
Ach.  And  wherefore  fly  ? 
Deid.  Hafl:  thou  not  heard  thefe  feas 

Arc 


6  ACHILLES    IN    SCYftOS.  [aCT  I. 

Are  fill'd  with  impious  pirates  ?  Thus  were  borne 
The  wretched  daughters  from  their  mourning  fires. 
The  kings  of  Tyre  and  Argos — Know'il  thou  not 
The  recent  lofs  which  Sparta  ha^  fuftain'd  ? 
That  Greece  indignant  claims,  but  claims  in  vain 
The  faithlefs  confort  from  her  Trojan  fpoiler  ? 
Who  knows  but  thefe  deceitful  veflels  now 
Again  may  bring — O  !  Heaven  !  I  fink  with  terror ! 

Ach.  Fear  not,  my  love,  is  not  Achilles  here  ? 

Be'td.  O  !  hold 

Ach.  And  if  Achilles 

Deid.  O  !  forbear ; 
Some  one  may  hear  thee  :  fhould'ft  thou  be  dif- 

cover' d, 
I  am  loft  myfelf,  and  thou  to  me  art  loft. 
What  will  my  father  fay,  deluded  thus  ? 
Thou  know'ft  he  thinks  in  thee  he  views  a  maid. 
And  oft,  with  fmiles,  has  witnefs'd  to  our  loves. 
But  what  muft  chance,  (I  tremble  at  the  thought) 
Should  he  e'er  learn  that,  veil'd  in  Pyrrha's  name, 
I  love  Achilles  ? 

Ach.  Pardon,  Deidamia, 
I  own  )our  caution  juft. 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Nearchus. 

Near,  [entering.']  Behold  the  lovers. 
And  mull  I  ever  tremble  for  your  fake  ?  \to  themJ] 
Imprudent  pair  !  a  thoufand  times  I've  warn'd  you. 
But  warn'd  in  vain.     All  eyes,  obferve  how  ftill 
You  fhun  fociet}^,  and  court  the  fhades. 
Your  condu6l  is  the  theme  of  every  tongue. 
Go — feek  the  king ;  the  palace  now.  is  throng'd. 
And  only  you  are  abfent.  rr:  r.^^ 

Ach.  [not  attending,']  Suire  that  found 
From  yonder  fhips  befpeaks  them  freighted  deep 
With  arms  and  warriors*  "^^^'^*'-\. 

Deid.  [ajide  to  Near.]  Heavens !  what  martial 
fpirit  '         ■ 
Flames  in  his  looks !  Each  art  muft  be  employ'd 
To  draw  him  hence. 

Near,  [to  both.]  And  ftill  you  linger  here. 

Ach.    This   inftant   I'll   depart :    but   kt  me, 
princefs. 
Behold  thofe  veflels  enter  firft  the  port. 

Deid.  What!  ihall  I  leave  you  thus  befet  with 
perils  ? 
But  this  thou  heed'ft  not — O  !  I  fee  too  well 
Thou  lov'ft  not  Deidamia :  from  thy  heart 

T  know 
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know  tht)u  judgefl  mine,  too  cruel  man  ! 

Ach.  Then  let  us  go  :  appeafe  thy  gentle  fpirit, 
A  look  of  thine  fubdues  me. 

Deid.  No,  ingrate ! 
Thou  but  deceiv'ft  me,  thou  art  falfehood  all. 

Ah  !  no,  ingrate  !  thou  know'ft  not  love, 
''  Or  if  thou  feel'ft  his  dart. 

Thou  ne'er  for  me  the  cares  wilt  prove 
That  rend  a  gentle  heart. 

Love  at  thy  choice — thy  wayward  will 
Can  raife,  or  quench  the  flame ; 

Nor  heed  that  truth  which  lovers  ftill 
From  faithful  lovers  claim. 

[Exit.     Achilles  follows  her,   then  Jiops  at  the 

r  ■     entrance,  and  turns  again  to  ohferve  the  Jhips, 

which  are  now  fo  near,  that  on  the  deck  of  one 

of  them  is  diflinguijhed  a  warrior  completely 

armed* 

SCENE    III. 

Nearchus,  Achilles. 

Near.  The  olive  branch  that  decks  thofe  gliding 
prows  « 

Proclaims  them  friendly  veflels. 

Ach,  See,  Ncarchus, 

Obfen-e 
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Obferve  that  warrior  clad  in  fhining  arms. 
Of  port  majeftick. 

Near.  — Hence  :  it  ill  befits 
That  thou,  a  feeming  virgin,  wrapt  in  weeds 
Of  female  foftnefs,  flill  fhould'ft  linger  here 
Alone,  without  defence. 

yfck.  But  fay,  Nearchus, 
Am  I  not  deem'd  thy  own  ?  Does  not  the  voice 
Of  general  fame  declare  thee  for  my  father  ? 
What  wonder  then  a  daughter  Ihould  converfe 
With  him  who  gave  her  birth  ? 

Near.  But  well  thou  know'll 
Thy  ft  ay  offends  the  princefs. 

^ch.  True,  Nearchus.  [looking  towards  thejhips. 

Near.  [afide.~\  How  hard  to  keep  Achilles  long 
conceal'd ! 

Ach.    O  !   did  yon  fplendid  helmet  deck  my 
brows. 
Yon  falchion  grace  my  fide — no  more,  Nearchus, 
I'm  weary  of  difguife — this  fex's  weeds 
Of  floth  inglorious — time  demands — 

Near.  What  time  ? 
O  !  Heaven  !  remember  that  this  fex's  weeds 
Have  won  and  ftill  preferv'd  the  fair-one  thine. 

Ach.  'Tis  true,  but  yet-*- 

Near.  Depart. 

Ath.  O  !  let  me  now 

But 
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But  for  a  moment  view  thofe  dazzling  arms. 
And  kindle  at  the  fight. 

Near,  [afide^  What  courfe  remains  ? 
\to  Ach.]  Yes,  flay ;  indulge  thy  wifh,  but  know 

meantime 
Thy  rival  dwells  on  Deidamia's  charms. 

Ach,  What  fay'ft  thou,  ha  ! 

Near,  The  prince  of  Chalcis  comes 
To  Scyros'  court,  and  Lycomedes  wills 
With  him  to  join  his  daughter's  hand. 

Ach.  O  !  Heavens ! 

Near,  'Tis  true,  her  heart  is  thine  ;  but  fhould 
thy  rival 
AiTail  her  youth  with  all  the  arts  of  flattery. 
Alone  and  unobferv'd — who  knows,  Achilles, 
He  may,  perchance,  prevail  and  win  her  from  thee. 

Ach.  What  mortal  dares  my  wrath  excite. 
Or  hope  to  win  my  foul's  delight. 
While  ftill  to  guard  a  lover's  right, 

I  breathe  this  vital  air  ? 
What  though  the  power  of  beauty's  eyes 
Has  cloth'd  thefe  limbs  in  foft  difguife. 
My  breaft  a  hero's  warmth  fupplies, 

I  feel  Achilles  there.  [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

Nearchus  alone. 

Great  is  the  tafk  that  Thetis  has  enjoin'd : 
I  fear  each  moment  may  reveal  Achilles. 
Tis  true  the  force  of  potent  love  reftrains 
His  native  warmth  ;  but  when  perchance  he  hears 
The  trumpet's  founds  or  fees  a  warrior  clad 
In  plate  and  mail,  his  genius  takes  the  alarm : 
He  raves  aloud  and  fcorns  his  feeble  drefs 
Of  powerlefs  woman.     Should  he  learn  that  Troy 
Can  never  fall  without  his  fateful  arm ; 
That  now  all  Greece  combin'd  require  his  aid. 
What  were  his  feelings  then  ?  Forbid  it.  Heaven, 
That  any  Greek  fhould  feek  him  on  this  fhore — 
[looking  out.']  O  !  Gods  !  am  I  deceiv'd  ?    Is  that 

Ulyfles  ? 
What  caufe  has  brought  him  hither  ?   Not  by 

chance. 
He  feeks  the  port  of  Scyros — What  were  befl  ? 
He  knew  me  once,  and  knew  me  at  the  court 
Of  aged  Peleus,  young  Achilles'  fire. 
'Tis  true,  fince  then  a  length  of  years  has  pafs'd. 
At  all  events  I  would  remain  conceal' d. 
Nor  own  myfelf  the  fame  he  faw  in  Greece. 
— Ho  !  llranger  !  pafs  no  further ;  firft  declare 
Thy  name  and  lineage  :  fuch  is  here  the  law. 
And  fuch  my  fovereign's  will. 

1  .  SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 

Enter  Ulysses. 

Ulyf.  The  law  be  reverenc'd  : 
Behold  UlyfTes  here. 

Near.  Ulj'fles,  Heavens ! 
Forgive,  O  !  generous  chief,  my  hafty  fpeech : 
I  fly  to  tell  the  king  thefe  welcome  tidings.  \_go'mg. 

Vtyf.  Yet  one  word  more  :  art  thou  not  here  a 
fervant 
Of  royal  Lycomedes  ? 

Near.  Rightly  fpoken, 
I  am  his  fervant, 

Vlyf.  And  thy  name  ? 

Near.  Nearchus. 

Vlyf.  What  country  claims  thy  birth  ? 

Near.  The  town  of  Corinth. 

Vlyf.  Why  didfl  thou  quit,  for  this,  thy  native 
land  ? 

Near.  I  came — O  !  Heavens  ! — I  tarry  here  too 
long ; 
Forgive  me,  fir,  the  king  meantime  impatient, 
Knows  not  as  yet  what  fhips  have  reach'd  the  port. 

Vlyf  Go  then,  my  friend,  difpatch. 

Near,  [afide^  How  well  I  feign'd  ! 
Yet  fcarcely  could  efcape  his  wife  detection.  [^Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     VL 

Enter  Arcas. 

Vlyf.  Heaven  favours,  Arcas,  now  our  great  dc- 
fign. 

Arc.  Whence  fprings  this  hope  ? 

Ulyf.  Didft  thou  not*  hear  our  converfe  ? 
Thou  faw'ft  who  parted  from  me  :  know  I  met  him 
At  Peleus'  court,  now  many  years  elaps'd. 
With  me  feign'd  his  country  and  his  name : 
But  when  I  queftion'd  him  he  feem'd  confusM. 
No — fame  has  not  deceiv'd  us :  here  difguis'd 
In  female  garb,  Achilles  lives  conceal'dl 
Fly,  Arcas,  and  purfue  his  Heps,  who  late 
Amus'd  my  ear  with  falfehood  :  feek  to  know 
His  real  ftate  ;  /why  fettled  here,  and  where 
H'e  now  refides — by  whom  accompanied ; 
The  llightell  hint  may  guide  us. 

Arc.  I  am  gone.  \_ going, 

Ulyf.  Yet  hear,  take  heed  that  not  the  leafl  fur- 
mife 
Be  given  to  make  it  thought  we  feek  Achilles. 

Arc.  Such  caution  to  a. follower  of  Ulyfles 
Were  furely  needlefs.  [Exih 
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SCENE    VII. 

Ulysses  alone. 

With  a  profperous  wind 
Thus  far  our  veflel  fails.     To  fome,  perchance. 
This  well-tim'd  meeting,  this  confus'd  difcourfe, 
Thofe  troubled  looks  were  little  ;  but  to  thofe 
Who  like  UlyfTes  judge  they  promife  much. 

A  ilender  gleam  in  dreary  night 
Can  guide  the  Ikilful  pilot  right, 
Till  foon  he  finds  the  polar  light. 

And  fafely  ploughs  the  watry  way. 
Full  oft  a  iingle  track  has  fped 
The  pilgrim  loft,  and  furely  led 
No  more  fallacious  paths  to  tread. 

That  lure  the  heedlefs  feet  aftray.     l_Exif» 

SCENE    VIII. 

The  apartment  of  Deidamia. 

Lycomedes,  Deidamia. 

Lye.  But  if  thou  fee'ft  him  not,  then  wherefore 
think 
The  prince  muft  prove  ungracious  in  thine  eyes  ? 

Deid,  Already  have  I  heard  and  much,  my  lord. 

Of 
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Of  prince  Theagenes. 

Lye.  And  wilt  thou  judge 
By  others'  eyes  ?  O  !  rafli  and  unadvised  I 
Go  to  the  royal  garden,  there  expe6t  me, 
I'll  join  thee  foon,  and  with  me  thither  bring 
Thy  plighted  fpoufe. 

Deid.  My  plighted  fpoufe  ? 

Lye,  He  comes 
Relying  on  my  faith  :  all  is  prepar'd. 

Deid.  At  leaft,  my  lord,  my  father !  hear — 

Lye,  No  more : 
The  ambaiTador  from  Greece  expe<51:s  an  audience. 
No  more  oppofe  my  will :  embrace  the  counlel 
A  king  and  father  gives. 

De'td,  Then,  dear  my  lord. 
You  counfel,  not  command  me. 

Lye.  When  a  father' 
Gives  to  a  daughter  counfel,  he  commands. 

To  inexperienc'd  minds  that  know 
Few  fickle  turns  of  human  woe. 
The  advice  that  faithful  lips  beflow 

Will  oft  like  harfh  decrees  offend. 
Confounding  rafhly  praife  and  blame. 
Who  mildly  rules,  they  tyrant  name. 

And  cruel  him,  who  proves  a  friend.  \Exii. 


3CENi; 
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SCENE    IX. 

Enter  Achilles. 

Deid.  And  fhall  I  break  my  faith  to  him  I  love ! 
No — ere  another  fpoufe 

Ach.  [entering^  And  may  I  then 
Prefume  to  intrude  on  Deidamia's  prefence  ? 
I  would  not  come  unwifh'd  for — ha  !  alone  ! 
Where  is  thy  plighted  lord  ?  I  hop'd  to  find 
The  prince  of  Chalcis  breathing  ardent  vows 
At  Deidamia's  feet. 

Deid,  And  have  you  heard 

Ach.  All,  all  is  known ;  but  not  from  thee — 
O  proof! 

0  wondrous  proof  of  thy  unfullied  faith  ! 
From  me,  inhuman,  haft  thou  well  conceal'd 
'JThis  treafon  to  my  hopes — from  me  who  lov'd  thee 
Far  more  than  life  ;  from  me,  who  thus  inglorious, 
In  thefe  vile  weeds  difhonour'd  for  thy  fake — 
— Falfe  Deidamia ! 

Deid.  O  !  eternal  Powers ! 
Reproach  me  not ;  believe  me,  till  this  day 

1  never  heard  of  thefe  detefted  nuptials : 
But  now  my  father  urg'd  the  fatal  union  ; 
Trembling  I  flood,  and  fenfelefs  at  the  fliock, 
Felt  all  my  blood  congeal'd  within  my  veins. 

Afh. 


s.»  "   ♦  * 
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Ach.  What  canft  thou  now  refolve  ? 

Deid^  To  hazard  all. 
But  never  to  forfake  thee.     Prayers  and  tears 
Shall  be  employed  to  foften  Lycomedes : 
Sure  he  will  yield,  if  nature's  voice  can  bend 
A  father's  heart  to  fave  a  darling  child  : 
And  fhould  he  ftill  purfue  his  cruel  purpofe, 
O  !  never,  never  mult  he  hope  to  fhake 
My  conftant  faith.    Achilles  was  the  firfl. 
The  firft  dear  obje6l  of  my  virgin  heart. 
And  my  laft  dying  breath  fhall  figh  Achilles. 
Yes,  thou  may'ft  fee  me  dead,  but  never  fee 
Thy  love  betray'd  by  Deidamia's  change. 

Ach.  Tranfporting  founds !    How,  how  fhall  I 
repay 
Such  unexampled  goodnefs  ? 

Deid.  Grant  but  this  : 
Preferve,  if  pofllble,  with  greater  heed,         '^'^'l 
Our  fecret  from  difcovery.  "** 

Ach.  What  are  elfe 
Thefe  woman's  veflures  ? 

Deid.  But  can  thefe  avail, 
If  every  a6lion,  every  look  belies  them  ? 
Thy  free  and  manly  Hep  but  ill  befeems 
The  timorous  maid ;  thine  eyes  too  boldly  dart 
Their  wandering  glances  :  every  little  caufe 
Excites  thy  temper's  warmth,  nor  fcems  thy  anger 
Such  anger  as  a  female  bofom  breeds. 

VOL.  II.  c  If 
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If  but  a  helm  or  javelin  meet  thy  fight. 
Or  let  them  but  be  nam'd,  thy  look  is  changed, 
Thy  glaring  eye-balls  flafh  with  Hvlng  fire, 
Pyrrha  is  loft,  and  all  proclaims  Achilles. 

Ach.  Hard  is  the  talk  for  nature  to  reverfc 
Her  firft  defigns. 

•  De'id,  And  fure  as  hard  the  talk 
To  oppofe  a  father's  will.     With  fuch  a  plea 
May  Deidamia  wed  the  prince  of  Chalcis  ? 

Ach.  O  !  never,  never  !  I  fubmit — O !  pardon— 
Whatever  thou  bidd'ft  Achilles  Ihall  obey. 

Ditd.  But  now  you  promis'd,  yet 

Ach.  O  !  no— this  once 
I  yield  to  thee  :  I'll  rein  my  ftmggling  pafidons. 
Nor  fpeak  again  of  war :  if  I  forget 
Thy  bidding  more,  to  punifh  my  negle6l 
Fly  to  my  rival's  arms,  and  I  forgive  thee. 

De'id.  Be  filent — hark  !  fome  ftranger  is  at  hand 
To  catch  the  unguarded  found. 

SCENE    X. 

Enter  Ulysses. 

Ach.  \meetmg  Ulyf.]  And  who  art  thou 
That  rafhly  haft  prefum'd  to  invade  thefe  feats 
Of  facred  privacy  ?  What  wouldft  thou  ?  Speak, 
Speak,  or  this  infolence 

Deid,  Pyrrha !  forbear. 

1  Vhf' 


ACT  I.]  ACHILLES    IN    SCYROS.  1^ 

Vlyf.  [afide^  What  flern  demeanour  in  a  female  • 

form  !        -r / :\rn  rf'*  - V .V«'  ' \ 

Deid.  [afide  to  Ach.]  Didft  thou  not  promife — - 

Ach.  [to  her.']  True,  my  Deidamia  : 
I  Hand  reprov'd. •'"-(''  ,.auO— uv^:.i^  . 

Vlyf.  Say,  are  not  thefe  the  apartments 
Of  royal  Lycomedes  ?  "j    •■*^''- 

Deid.  Lycomedes  .   . , 

;•(!}  lot  h*"  7    I    '■ 

Helides  not  here. 

Ulyf.  If  I,  a  ftranger,  err  d^ 
Forgive  the  intrufion.  '''"''' ^  ^'^^'^^^^^f^-dV 

X)^/<^.  Yet  vouchlate  a  word: 
What  feek'ft  thou  with  the  king  ? 

Vlyf.  From  hiifn  the  -Greeks 
Requeft  a  wadike  aid  of  fhips  and  men, 
All  Greece  afTembling  with  confederate  arms 
To  avenge  the  general  wrong.       3ii<ob  inrp*  rO 

Ach.  [afide.']  How  happy  thofe  -jit  o  ^ 

Who  quit  the  dwellings  of  enfeebling  floth 
To  join  this  hoft  of  heroes  ! 

Deid.  [afde.]  See  !  already  , 

His  placid  features  change.  , 

Vlyf  Behold  a  path  ^  ^^.  ,   ,,  ;  _  ■./ 

Is  open'd  now  to  every  daring  mind-^ — 
That  pants  for  valiant  deeds  :  the  vileft.  bread    \  r 
IMuft  catch  the  kindling  fparks.  ^^^y,  ^^\  (;,  ,  \ 

Ach.  [afide.]  And  yet  Achilles     '^^/.n; 

c  2  Still 
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Still  loiters  here ! 

Deid.  [ajide.']  Such  converfe  muft  not  be  : 
I  tremble  at  the  danger — \to  Ulyf.]  Yonder  way 
Will  lead  thy  fteps  to  Lycomedes'  prefence. 
Stranger,  farewell — Come,  Pyrrha,  let  us  hence. 

Igoing. 

Ach.    [reluming^    Say,   friend,   what  port  re- 
ceives the  Grecian  fleet 
United  for  this  glorious  enterprize  ? 

Deid.  [to  Ach.]  Why,  Pyrrha,  this  delay  ? 

Ach.  Behold  I  follow 

0  !  tyrant,  tyrant  love  !  [Exit  with  Deid. 

SCENE    XI. 

Ulysses  alone. 

Or  fond  defire 
To  find  this  youth  prefents  in  every  place 
His  imag'd  form,  or  Pyrrha  is  Achilles. 

1  well  remember  fuch  were  Peleus'  features 

In  manhood's  ripening  years — that  fpeech,  thofe 
looks — 

It  muft  be  fo— but  yet  Ulj'fles'  caution 

Will  not  too  foon  confide  ;  who  knows  ?  Appear- 
ance 

May  ftill  deceive  me.  Should  this  prove  Achilles, 

I  will  be  wary  ere  I  fpeak  :  the  time. 

The  place,  each  circumftance  muft  all  be  weigh'd. 

That 
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That  pilot  rarely  ploughs  the  waves  with  fafety. 
Who  founds  not  firft  the  depth.     We  yet  muft 

paufe 
Till  all  is  ripe  before  we  llrike  the  blow, 
Then  make  it  fure. 

SCENE    XII. 

Enter  Arc  as. 

^rc.  Ulyfles. 

Ulyf.  Areas  here  ? 
How  haft  thou  found  admittance  in  thefe  walls  ? 

Arc.  I  faw  you  enter,  and  purfu'd  your  fteps. 

Ulyf.  What  haft  thou  learn'd  meantime  that  may 
import 
Our  great  delign  ? 

Arc.  But  little,  good  my  lord ; 
That  to  this  land  lince  firft  Nearchus  came, 
A  year  is  now  complete  :  with  him  he  brings 
His  only  daughter,  grac'd  above  her  fex 
With  more  than  feniale  gifts :  for  her  the  princefs. 
The  royal  Deidamia,  bears  a  love, 
A  wondrous  love,  beyond  a  woman's  friendftiip. 

Ulyf.  How  doft  thou  name  this  virgin  ? 

Arc.  Pyrrha. 

Ulyf  Pyrrha  ? 

Arc.  And  for  her  fake  Nearchus  holds  a  place 

Among 
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Among  the  royal  train  of  Scyros'  court. 

Ulyf.  And  think'ft  thou  this  is  little  thou  hall 
learn'd  ? 

Arc.  Why  what  imports  it  ? 

Ulyf.  O  !  my  trufty  friend. 
In  one  fhort  moment  we  have  travell'd  far. 
Hear  me,  and  then  confefs. 

SCENE    XIII. 

Enter  Nearchus. 

t^ear.  My  lord,  delay  not ; 
Even  now  the  king  expedls  you.  • 

.   Ulyf.  Say,  which  way 
Leads  to  the  royal  prefence  ? 

Near.  Yonder  paflage 
Condu6ts  us  to  him. 

Ulyf.  Lead,  I  follow  thee. 

\afide  to  Arc]  Some  other  time  fhall  tell  thee. 

\Ex'it  with  Near. 

SCENE    XIV. 

Arcas  alone. 
Like  UlyfTes 
What  man  can  pierce  the  veil  of  human  life  ? 
What  feems  to  others  dark,  to  him  is  light 

As 
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As  Sol's  meridian  beam  :  nor  art,  nor  nature 
E'er  form'd  his  equal.    Where  is  he,  who  knows 
Like  him  to  mould  his  looks  to  every  paffion. 
Yet  keep  his  heart  a  ftranger  to  them  all  ? 
Who  can,  like  him,  with  foft  perfuafive  fpeech 
Enchain  the  yielding  foul  ?  With  every  moment 
Can  change  his  genius,  language,  form,  and  like- 

nefs  ? 
Such  have  I  never  known ;  ftill,  day  by  day 
I  watch  Ulyffes,  ever  at  his  lide, 
And  every  day  I  find  Ulyfles  new. 

When  fummer  fhowers  refrefh  the  plain. 
And  Ikies  a  changing  afpe6l  fhow ; 

When  Sol  returning  fhines  again ; 
Thus  Iris  dyes  her  various  bow. 

The  glofly  dove,  in  open  light, 

Thus  fhev;s  her  mariy-colour'd  plumes ; 

And  when  fhe  fpreads  her  wings  for  flight, 
A  thoufand  different  hues  afliimes.        \_ExiL 

SCENE    XV. 

The  gardens  belonging  to  the  palace. 

Achilles,  Deidamia. 

De'id.  Achilles,  no  ;  I  can  no  longer  trufl 
Thy  oft-forgotten  promife  ;  fhould'fl  thou  ftay, 
I  know,  in  prefence  of  Theagenes, 

Thy 
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Thy  rage  would  know  no  bounds :  thy  look,  thy 

fpeech 
Might  foon  difcover  all.     If  yet  thou  lov'ft  me. 
Leave  me,  in  pity  leave  me, 

Ach.  Yet  permit  me, 
Retir'd  apart,  in  filence  to  behold 
The  rival  of  my  love. 

Deid,  O  !  Heavens,  I  tremble 
To  think  what  danger  waits  thee — but  he  comes. 

Ach,  [looking  out.']  Is  that  the  man  whofe  rafh- 
nefs  has  prefum'd  ! 
And  fhall  I  tamely  bear 

DeU.  Is  this  thy  faith  ? 
Already  thou  forget'fl — • 

Ach.  A  hafly  impulfe ' 


No  more,   my  love — 'tis  paft,  and  I  am  calm, 

Deid.  Again  thy  warmth  will  fpeak, 

Ach.  O  !   no,  by  Heaven  ! 
forgive  me,  Deidamia. 

\Jie  retires  to  the  hack  of  the  JiagCs 

SCENE    XVI. 

Enter   Lycomedes   with   Theagexes  ; 
Achilles  behind. 

Lye.  Dearefl  daughter. 
Behold  thy  hulband ;  thou,  Theagenes, 

Illultrious 


ACT  I.]  ACHILLES    IN    SCYROS.  ^ 

lUuilrious  prince,  behold  thy  deftin'd  fpoufe. 

Ach.  [hehind?^  Still,  Hill,  my  foul,  reprefs  thy 
fwelling  rage. 

Theag.  Whoe'er,  O  princefs,  hears  what  Famq 
relates 
Of  Deidamia's  charms,  may  deem  fhe  flatters;  *  " 
But  when  he  fees  you  thus,  will  think  her  tongue 
Has  paid  but  fcanty  praife.     Lo  !  I  fubdu'd. 
Your  happy  prifoner,  yield  my  freedom  here. 
And  give  my  life  in  dowery  with  my  love. 

Ach.   [ajide.~\  Unheard  of  infolence  ! 

[looking  dlfdainfully  at  Theag.  advancing  neai'er. 

Deid.  [to  Theag.]  My  merits,  prince. 
Have  ne'er  afpir'd  fo  high  ;  nor  fhould  you  now 
So  far  extol  them.  [fees  Ach.  near  Theag. 

Pyrrha  !  henCe  !  what  meanTt  thou  ? 

Ack.  I  fpeak  not,  princefs.  [retires  again, 

Deid.   [afide.']   O  !  what  terror  fhakes  ' 
My  every  fenfe ! 

,      Theag.   [to  Lye.  ohferving  Ach.]  What  virgin- 
fair  is  that 
Of  lofty  mien  .? 

Lye.  That  virgin  is  your  rival. 
Deid.   [ajide^  I  fink  with  apprehenfion. 
Ach.   [ajide.~]  Ah  !  too  furely 
He  pierces  my  difguife. 

Jjyc.  [to  Theag.]  Her  name  is  Pyrrha, 

Sole 


26  ACHILLES    IN    SCYROS.  [aCT  I. 

Sole  partner  now  of  Deidamia's  love ; 

Nor  yet  the  world,  from  eaft  to  weftern  Ind, 

E'er  faw  fo  conftant,  or  fo  fond  a  pair. 

Deid.  [ajtde.~\  He  fpeaks  in  fportive  vein,  but 
little  thinks 
How  well  he  paints  two  faithful  lovers'  vows. 

Lye,  What  thinks  my  daughter  of  the  noble 
confort 
Her  father's  care  provides  ? 

Deid.  Alas !  my  lord, 
My  inexperience  knows  not  yet  to  prize- 
But  if  I  durll 

Lye.  Thou  blufheft,  Deidamia, 
I  read  thy  heart,  and  feek  to  know  no  further. 

The  blufhes,  kindling  on  thy  cheek. 

Thy  virgin-wifhes  prove  : 
Before  thy  lire  thou  canft  not  fpeak 

The  tender  words  of  love. 

'Twere  cruel  then  my  prefence  here 

Should  but  increafe  thy  pain  : 
Farewell,,  and,  freed  from  every  fear. 

No  more  thy  thoughts  reftraia.         [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    XVIL 

Deidamia,  Theagenes;  Achilles  hehlnd. 

Ach.  [afide^  O  !  that  I  now  could  free  thefc 
coward  limbs 
From  hated  female  weeds,  the  weeds  of  fhame  I   . 

Theag,  Permit  me,  faireft  princefs,  thus  before 
you 
To  paint  the  warmth  that  glows  within  my  bread. 
To  tell  you  all 

Deid.  O  !  fpeak  no  more  of  Love 
I  muft  not  hear — In  me  behold  his  foe. 

I  hate  the  boaft  of  love-fick  fires. 
And  every  plaint  of  fond  defires : 
The  train  of  lovers  I  defpife. 
And  liberty  alone  I  prize. 
If  all,  like  me,  were  thus  fincere. 
The  truth  would  lefs  offend  our  ear ; 
And  falfehood  then  would  rarely  prove 
The  bane  of  thofe  that  trufl  in  love. 

[Exit  Deid.  Achilles  following,  Jlops  at 
the  entrance* 


SCENE 
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^  C  E  N  E    XVIII. 

Theagenes,  Achilles. 

Thea^.   [io  him/elf.']   Almighty  powers !    Does 
Deidamia  thus 
Receive  my  vows  ?  In  what  have  I  offended  ? 
And  wherefore  then — let  me  purfue  her  fteps. 

^cli.    [meeting  Mm.']    Forbear fay   whither 

would'll  thou  go  ? 

Theag.  I  go 
To  Deidamia  :  let  me  once  again 
Renew  my  fuit. 

Ach.'  [refolutely.']  It  is  not  now  permitted. 

Theag.  Who  fhall  forbid  me  ? 

Ach.  I. 

Theag.  Doft  thou  forbid  me  ? 

Ach.  Yes,  I  forbid  thee,  prince,  and  know  yet 
more. 
That  when  I  fpeak,  I  never  fpeak  in  vain. 

[going  Jloirly. 

Theag.  [afuie.']  The  nymphs  of  Scyros  fure  are 
wondrous  ftrange  : 
Strange  in  their  fpeech,  in  their  demeanour  ftrange. 
And  yet  there's  fomething  in  this  haughty  maid 

That 
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That  pleafes  while  flie  threatens — [/o  Ach.]  Hear 

me,  fair-one, 
Declare  what  caiife 


^ch.  No  more — let  this  fuffice.  [.S"^^",?^ 

Theag.  And  Can  you  think  your  words  alone 
willftrike  'n  ^-roj  w'r 

A  terror  here  :  that  you  alone  have  power 
To  (liake  the  purpofe  of  Theagenes  .^, j  ^,.^:  j^    . 

Ach.   \^JiernIy.']    Such  power  is  mine — believe 
and  tremble. 

Theag.   [ajide.']  Heavens ! 
That  fiercenefs  kindles  here  a  new  commotion. 

[Achilles  going  meets  Deid.  at  the  entrance. 

Deid.  FalCe  to  my  hopes! — 'And  art  thou  yet- 

content    _,.,.,,„    :,..f^  ...-^f^M -^goA 
To  fail  in  every  claim  of  love  and  honour  ?  |  j^,.  * 

jich.  Alas  !  'tis  true 1  own  my  warmth  be- 

tray'd  me.  [Deid.  leaves  him. 

Theag.   Hear,  beauteous  nymph  !    I  will  obey 
your  mandate  ;  ■    ■  ■  ■  -'-»-• 

But,  in  return,  indulge  my  fole  requeft :  -"    -^'^Td  ^\ 
Give  me  to  know  what  this  refentment  means.       ' 
And  why  on  me  are  bent  your  angry  eyes — 
And,  ah !  that  figh — that  look — you  feem  con- 

fus'd — 
Whence  is  this  change  ?    O  !  fpeak. — Why  are 
you  lilent  ? 

Ach. 
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Ach.  I  ftrive  to  fpeak,  but  ftrive  in  vain. 
My  frozen  lips  each  word  deny : 

'Tis  Love  can  ifliiing  words  reftrain, 
'Tis  Love  can  words  at  will  fupply. 

That  Love  who,  at  his  choice,  can  raife 
The  vile  to  deeds  of  high  defert : 

That  Love,  who  in  a  moment  lays 

Beneath  his  yoke  the  firmeft  heart.  \_Exit. 

SCENE    XIX.  /^^,^.p 

Theagenes  alone. 

Where  am  I  ?  Sure  I  dreatn  !  In  fuch  a  face 
Anger  itfelf  can  pleafe — perchance  fhe  loves  me. 
And  hence  forbids  me  to  purfue  a  rival.  '  ''  *" 

And  can  it  be  ?  So  foon  to  yield  to  love  ;     ^  ^" 
So  foon  to  feel  the  pangs  of  jealous  paffion  !     - 
Such  words  of  menace  from  a  virgin  lip ; 
Such  bold  deportment  from  the  fex  that  ever 
Is  bred  in  timid  foftnefs  ?  Wondrous  all ! 
I  know  not  how ;  fhe  pains,  and  yet  fhe  charms  me,' 

What  eye  before  has  ever  feen 

Such  winning  fiercenefs,  plealing  pride, 
m;     That  love  infpires  with  haughty  mien. 

And  gains  the  heart  by  threats  defied  ? 

To 
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To  her  the  fword,  the  lance  refign, 

And  o'er  her  brows  the  helmet  place ; 
Her  form  with  Pallas'  felf  may  fhine, 
.,    For  female  charms  and  martial  grace. 

'■^ 

END  OP  THE  FIEST  ACT, 

.     .  ■*f-'     Jyj-i  liJ-t'      ■'.''■     '    ' 

.-    ..      ■  -    •■;       t\ 

'Mi  •  'Lt.  ;A 

i(!i7/ 

An: for  I':.  ....  ^.,.      .  il3   sO 

ACT 
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A  C  T    II.       SCENE!. 

v^«  apartment  adorned  •with  Jlatues  reprefenting  the 
labours  of  Hercules. 

Ulysses,  Aiicas. 

jfrc.  All,  all,  as  you  have  will'd,  is  now  prepared. 
The  gifts  are  ready  to  prefent  the  king  : 
With  thefe  I've  plac'd  a  coat  of  fhining  mail. 
And  military  weapons.     To  your  followers 
'Tis  given  in  charge  to  feign  a  fudden  tumult. 
With  warlike  clangors.     Tell  me  now  what  mean 
Thefe  myfleries  unexplain'd  ?   Or  what  can  thefe 
Avail  our  great  delign  ? 

Uhf.  to  find  Achilles 
Amidft  a  thoufand  virgins. 

Arc.  How  diftinguifh 
The  youth  difguis'd  in  veftments  of  the  fair  ? 

Ulyf.   Mark  well  and  thou  fhalt  foon  behold 
him.  Areas, 
With  eager  eyes  devour  the  dazzling  helm 
And  corfeiet's  plates  :  but  when  he  hears  the  din 
Of  clafhing  arms,  and  trumpets'  brazen  founds. 
That  rouze,  with  generous  notes,  the  warrior's  foul. 
Then,  Areas,  fhalt  thou  fee  the  fmother'd  flame 
Burft  forth  refiftlefs  and  proclaim  Achilles. 

Arc,  Too  flattering  are  your  hopes. 
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Ulyf.  I  know  Achilles,  :   '  ' 

His  warlike  genius ;  from  his  infant  years 
Arms  were  his  fole  delight ;  and  well  I  know 
'Tis  vain  to  oppofe  the  powerful  bent  of  nature,  i 
Confirm'd  by  e^ly  habit.     Midft  the  enjoyments 
Of  downy  reft,  fcarce  fav'd  from  ftormy  feas. 
The  pilot  vows  to  quit  the  land  no  more ; 
But  when  the  ftorm  is  hufh'd  he  leaves  again 
His  downy  reft,  and  ploughs  fecure  the  waves. 

Arc.  You  fure  have  other  figns  that  might  di ' 
re6t 
Your  prefent  fearch. 

Ulyf.  All  other  figns  are  doubtfiil. 
But  thefe  are  certainty.     Remember^  Areas, 
No  proof  can  rank  with  this,  when  nature  fpeaks^ 
With  impulfe  undifguis'd. 

Arc.  But  if  Achilles 
(As  thus  you  deem)  for  Deidamia  feel 
Such  ftrong  aff^e6lion,  grant  him  now  difcover*d. 
What  art  fhall  win  him  from  the  fair  he  loves  ? 

Ulyf.  With  every  caution  firft  fecure  difcover}^ : 
Difcover'd  once,  Ulyfl^es  undifguis'd 
Will  prove  all  means  to  aflail  his  fiery  temper ; 
Rouze  in  his  breaft  the  latent  flame  of  honour. 
And  kindle  on  his  cheek  the  glow  of  fhame. 

Arc.  But  how  to  gain  the  means  of  converfc 
with  him. 
Defended  thus  from  all  accefs  ?  ^ 

VOL.  II.  D  -  '^hf' 
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Vlyf.  The  occafion 
May  yet  be  found,  and  heedful  let  us  watch 
The  wifh'd-for  time,  which,  fhould  we  fail  to  find, 
It  muft  be  haften'd — yes,  the  trial — 

Arc,  See 
Where  Pyrrha  comes :  now  feize  the  moment — 

Vlyf.  Peace : 
And  look  fhe  comes  alone  :  myfelf  will  feem 
Intent  on  other  thoughts  :  meanwhile  do  thou 
Obfene  her  every  gellure.  \t}iey  retire  behind. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Achilles. 

Ach.  [efitering^  See  the  chief 
Whom  Greece  has  fent — But  that  my  fair  forbids  it. 
How  gladly  would  I  join  in  converfe  with  him. 
Yet,  fure  without  oftence  to  Deidamia, 
In  filence  I  may  here  indulge  my  eyes 
To  gaze  with  rapture  on  his  godlike  form. 

Ulyf.  \afide  to  Arc]  What  now,  my  Areas,  fay  ? 

Arc.  His  looks  on  thee 
Are  bent  with  fix'd  attention. 

Vlyf.  Sjxamimng  the  Jiatues^  In  this  palace 
All  fpeaks  a  kingly  foul.     This  fculptur'd  marble 
Seems  warm  with  life  :  behold  Alcides  there 
Subdues  the  hydra :  fee  in  every  feature 

.      .6  Hfs 
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His  martial  fpirit,  while  the  artift's  hand 
Informs  the  ftone  with  all  a  hero's  fire, 
[/o  Areas.]  Mark  if  he  hears, 
^r^.  [to  Ulyf.]  He  dwells  upon  your  words. 

Ulyf.  [turning  to  the  Jlatues^  Lo  !  where  he  lifts 
Antaeus  from  the  ground 
To  hurl  him  headlong  down  :  the  artift  here 
Excels  himfelf.     O  !  how  the  great  example 
Of  godlike  virtue,  nobly  thus  exprefs'd. 
Should  warm  the  generous  breaft  !    O  !  would  to 

Heaven 
That  I  could  boaft  Alcides'  mighty  deeds  ! 
Tranfcendent  hero  !  yes,  thy  name  (hall  laft. 
From  age  to  age,  to  far-fucceeding  times ! 

Ack.  O  !  mighty  Gods !  what  tongue  fhall  thus 
foretel 
Of  loft,  defpis'd  Achilles ! 

Vlyf.  [to  Arc]  Areas,  fpeak : 
How  feems  he  now  ? 

Arc.  He  communes  with  himfelf, 
As  ftrongly  agitated. 

Ulyf.  Mark  him  ftilL 

[turning  again  to  the  Jlaiues* 
What  do  I  fee  ?  Behold  the  fame  Alcides, 
The  terror  late  of  Erymanthus'  woods, 
Difguis'd  in  female  weeds,  and  placed  befide 
His  favourite  lole. — How  much  he  err*d, 
(Ill-judging  fculptor  !)  to  debafe  his  art 

D  2  With 
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With  fad  memorials  of  a  hero's  fall ! 
Alcides  here,  alas !  excites  our  pity. 
No  more  Alcides  fon  of  thundering  Jove. 

Ach.  'Tis  true,  *tis  true — O  !  my  eternal  (hame  ! 

Ulyf,    [to  Arc]    What  thinkTt  thou.   Areas, 
now  ? 

Arc.  He  feems  to  rave 
With  confcious  feelings. 

Ul}f.  Let  us  then  accoft  him. 

[advancing  to  Ach. 

Arc.  [to  Ulyf.  afide.']  The  king's  at  hand,  take 
heed,  left  aught  too  foon 
Reveal  our  chief  defign. 

Uljf.  [to  Arc]  O  ill-tim'd  meeting  ! 
The  work  was  near  complete. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Lycomedes. 

Lye.  [enter'mg.']  I  fought  you,  Pyrrha, 
Attend  my  will.     Ulyfles,  look  the  fun 
Declines  already  to  the  weftern  waves ; 
Vouchfafe,  illuftrious  gueft,  with  Lycomedes 
To  fhare  the  pleafures  of  the  feftive  board. 

Ulyf.  Your  will,  O  mighty  king,  to  me  is  law. 

L)'c.  At  dawning  day,  Ulyfles,  Ihalt  thou  fee 

The 
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The  fliips  and  arms  the  Greeks  requeil  from  Scyros : 
Then  mark  how  thefe  exceed  thy  utmoft  hopes. 
And  learn  from  thefe  how  Lycomtdes  honours 
His  brave  allies^  and  how  efteems  in  thee 
The  generous  meflTenger  of  Greece  combin'd. 

Vlyf.  The  foul  of  Lycomedes,  ever  great. 
Still  holds  her  wonted  tenor :  yes,  from  me 
The  Achaian  princes,  whofe  confederate  powers 
Now  threaten  faithlefs  Troy,  fhall  learn  the  friend- 

lliip 
Of  royal  Lycomedes :  generous  proofs 
I  bring ;  thefe  arms  and  veflTels  which  your  care 
Has  nobly  furnifh'd  for  the  common  caufe. 
\afide7\^  But  deeper  aims  are  mine  ;  a  mightier  aid 
I  mean  that  Greece  fhall  win  from  Scyros'  ihore. 

When  Troy  fhall  learn  the  glorious  aid 

I  bring  from  Scyros'  fhore. 
Even  Hedlor's  felf  will  ft  and  difniay'd. 

And  dread  the  Grecian  power. 

This  fingle  aid  he  more  fhall  fear. 
Than  all  that  rang'd  in  arms  appear 

To  fwell  the  Grecian  hoft  : 
Than  all  the  fleet's  unnumber'd  fail 
That  fpread  their  canvas  to  the  gale 

For  Phrygia's  dillant  co^f^.  \_Exlt, 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E     IV. 

Lycomedes,  Achilles. 

Lye,  Would'ft  thou  believe  it,  Pyrrha  ?    Yes, 
on  thee 
Depends  the  future  peace  of  Lycomedes. 

.  Ach.  What  mean  thefe  words  ? 

Lye.  Yes,  deareft  maid,  'tis  thou 
Canft  make  at  will  ?  grateful  monarch  happy. 

Aeh.  What  power  is  mine  ? 

Lye.  My  daughter  Deidamia, 
Repugnant  to  a  father's  will,  reje6ls 
The  profFer'd  union  with  the  prince  of  Chalcis. 

Aeh.  And  wherefore  this  to  me  ? 

Lye.  Thou  rul'ft  at  pleafure 
Her  every  thought,  and  all  her  heart  is  thine. 

Aeh.  And  would  you,  Lycomedes,  afkfromme— 

Lye.  Yes,  teach  her  to  refpe6l  a  father's  choice ; 
Teach  her  the  virtues  of  a  noble  hufband. 
And  kindle  in  her  breaft  a  flame  for  hihi 
Who  merits  all  her  love  :  fo  may  fhe  meet 
His  fond  addrefs  with  equal  fair  return. 
And  all  a  wife's  endearments, 

Aeh.   \afider\  Yes,  to  you, 
To  you,  ye  weeds  of  fliame,  I  owe  this  infult. 

lyt. 
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Lyc.  What  fays  my  Pyrrha  ? 

Ach.  ThinkTt  tliou  then  with  me 
Such  miniftry  may  fuit  ?  Ah  !  Lycomedes,  r 
Thou  Uttle  know'fl  me — I  ?  Eternal  powers  ! 
Shall  I  ? — O  !  feek  fome  better  advocate 
To  enforce  a  father's  will. 

Lyc.  What  fears  my  Pyrrha  ? 
Perchance  flie  deems  Theagenes  a  lover 
That  merits  not  the  hand  of  Deidamia  ? 

Ach.  \afide?\  What  fhall  I  fay  ?  No  longer  can 
I  bear  ^ 

Such  cruel  fufFerings. 

Lyc.  Tell  me,  can  my  daughter 
E'er  find  a  nobler  union  ? 

Ach.  \aftde7\  *Tis  too  much. 
\to  Lyc]  Hear  me,  my  lord ■  -^^ 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Enter  Nearchus. 

Near,   [to  Lyc]  The  banquet  is  prepar'd. 
And  all,  O  Lycomedes,  wait  your  prefence. 

Lyc.  Then  let  us  hence.  \to  Ach.]  Remember 
thou  haft  heard 
My  deareft  wiih  :  to  thee  I  truft,  my  Pyrrha ; 
Then  to  thy  friendfhip  let  me  owe  my  peace. 

Tliy 
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Thy  words  the  ftubborn  maid  may  move  ' 


Her  laft  refolves  to  own  : 
To  embrace  a  father's  tender  love, 
■  Or  meet  a  father's  froWn.  '■*'^'^  ' 

Tell  her  wathin  this  breaft  I  bear  ^  ^f\^ 

The  heart  of  king  and  fire  : 
Then  let  her  eafe  a  parent's  care. 

Or  dread  a  monarch's  ire.      ■  -         \Exit^ . 

SCENE    VI. 

Achilles,  Nearchus. 

u4ck.  No  more,  Nearchus,  no,  I'll  hear  no  more 
Of  temper  or  difguife — my  foul  is  fix'd. 
No  longer  hope  to  abufe  my  yielding  nature ; 
Let  us  depart, 

Near.  And  whither  ? 

^ch.  From  thefe  limbs 
To  ftrip  thefe  woman's  weeds — Shall  I,  Nearchus, 
Thus  bafely  pafs  my  life,  my  prime  of  years  ? 
And  muft  I  bear  it  tamely,  while  I  fee 
My  threats  4efpis'd ;  and  to  complete  my  fhame. 
Charged  with  a  haughty  lord's  imperious  mandate  ? 
I  fee,  I  fee  by  others'  great  example 
My  own  reproach  ;  nor  will  I  feel^each  moment. 
The  confcious  blufh rr^ 


Near.  The  confcious  blufli- 
Mf>  Be  filent : 


I've 
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Fve  borne  too  long  thy  counfels :  different  thofe 
The  fage  ThefTalian  taught :  thefe  feet  could  then 
Outftrip  the  winds :  this  arm,  in  favage  wilds. 
Would  dare  the  fierceft  bead,  and  ftesji  the  tixlc 
Of  roaring  torrents. — Now — did  Chiron  now   .;>j|; 
Behold  his  pupil  in  thefe  flothful  veftures. 
Where  fhould  I  hide  ?    How  anfwer,  when  with 

looks 
Of  Hern  reproach  he  cries :   *'  Where,  where. 

Achilles,  ''■''''''  ^ 

Is  now  thy  fword,  with  all  the  warrior's  arms  ?'  " 

.  '^^  '■ 

No  mark  of  Chiron's  fchool,  fave  yonder  lyre, 

Pebas'd  from  heroes'  praife  to  ftrains  inglorious.'* 

Near.   Enough,  Achilles,  I  contend  no  longer. 
But  yield  to  reafon's  force.  ^ 

.■.■'')rrr 

^c/i.  Think'ft  thou,  Nearchus, 
This  life  is  worthy  of  me  ?  -^'.i^-i'. 

Near.  No — I  own 
The  generous  truth  :  'tis  time  to  rouze  thy  foul 
From  drowfy  fleep  ;  fhake  off  that  bafe  attire. 
And  hafle  to  fcenes  where  honour  calls  to  prove 
Thy  dauntlefs  heart. — ^'Tis  true,  that  Deidamia, 
Depriv'd  of  thee,  mufl  tafte  of  pe^e  no  more  ; 
Nay,  grief  perchance  may  wafte  her  gentle  frame 
Till  friendly  death — but  paufe  not  thou,  Achilles, 
In  glory's  courfe  :  the  triumphs  thou  Ihalt  gain 
May  well  outweigh  the  life  of  Deidamia. 

u4ch.  The  life  of  Deidamia  !  think'll  thou  then 

Her 
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Her  conftancy  will  not  fupport  our  parting  ?       / 

Near.  Her  conftancy  ?  Ah  !  what  can  that  arail 
A  tender  maid  who  mourns  her  lover  loft, 
The  fole  dear  obje6l  of  her  fondeft  wifhes. 
Her  comfort  and  her  hope  ? 

jich.  [ajide^  O  !  Heaven ! 

Near.  And  know'ft  thou 
That  if  thou  fteal'ft  a  moment  from  her  fight 
A  thoufand  fears  diftra6l  her  ?  All  repofe 
Is  banifh'd  fi-om  her  breaft  :  with  eager  warmth 
Of  each  fhe  meets  fhe  feeks  her  bofom's  lord. 
How  thinks  Achdles  now  fhe  brooks  his  abfence  ? 
She  knows  no  peace^  but  trembling 

j4ch.  Let  us  feek 
The  lovely  mourner. 

Near.  Art  thou  then  prepar'd 
To  quit  the  port  of  Scyros  ? 

Ach.  No,  Nearchus, 
No,  let  us  now  return  to  Deidamia. 

What  lover,  though  his  harden'd  breaft 

A  tiger's  heart  contains, 
Can  leave  his  deareft  maid  oppreft 

With  love's  affli6ling  pains  ? 

The  pity  now  that  rends  my  foul. 

And  all  the  pangs  I  prove, 
Muft  fure  a  tiger's  rage  control, 
r  T       When  tigers  yield  to  love^  [^Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VII. 

Nearchus  alone. 

O  !   miracle  of  all-commanding  love  1 
Surpaffing  our  belief  !  When  anger  fires 
His  daring  foul,  Achilles,  terrible. 
Nor  art  nor  force  reflrains :  his  fury  then 
Would  naked  rufh  through  circling  fires,  and  meet 
Alone  a  thoufand  foes  :  but  let  him  think 
On  Deidamia  once,  the  fierce  Achilles 
Forgets  his  rage  and  foftens  to  a  woman. 

The  lion  ftern,  whofe  proud  dif^ain 

With  lordly  roar  rejedls  the  chain. 

Whene'er  his  keeper's  voice  he  hears, 

At  once  fubdu'd  his  rage  appears ; 

He  yields  fubmiffive  to  command. 

And  mildly  Ucks  the  chaftening  hand.  \_Exit\ 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  ]<J  E    VIII. 

^  great  hall,  a  table  in  the  middle:  above  arc 
placed  muficians  and  numerous  fpedators.  Ly- 
coMEDEs,  Theagenes,  Deidamia  ^wJUlysses 

feated  at  the  table.  Arcas  Jtands  bj>  Ulysses, 
and  Achilles  hy  Deidamia.     Courtiers,  dam- 

felsy  and  pages. 

Chorus. 

Far,  far  be  hence  !  unwelcome  here. 
Intruding  thought  and  jealous  fear ; 
Nor  let  a  moment's  gloom  appear 

To  cloud  this  happy  feftive  day. 
While  Love  infpires  and  Peace  invites, 
Aflfe6lion's  mild  and  calm  delights. 
Let  Joy,  that  rules  o'er  focial  rites. 

In  every  breaft  exert  his  fway. 

Far,  far  be  hence  !  unwelcome  here. 
Intruding  thought  and  jealous  fear ; 
Nor  let  a  moment's  gloom  appear 
To  cloud  this  happy  feftive  day. 

Lye.  Let  every  goblet  now  be  circled  round 
With  Cretan  wine. 

Deid.    [to  Ach.]    Thou   know'ft,    my   deareft 
Pyrrha, 
Unlefs  thy  hand  ihould  minifter  the  cup 
aX/l)a  That 
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/That  heavenly  ne^lar  to  my  lips  would  prove 
A  taftelefs  beverage. 

Ach.  I  obey.     Ah  !  judge 
From  that  obedience  if  your  Pyrrha's  heart 
Is  true  to  Deidamia. 

Theag.  [ohferving  fhem.^  Strange  effe6t 
Of  unexampled  paflion  !  \ajide. 

Ach.  [njide,  going  to  take  the^  cup.']  Tyraijt  love ! 

Lye,  Say,  great  Ul}rfles,  when  your  country's 
fleet 
Will  loofe  their  anchors  from  the  Grecian  fliores. 

l^lj/.  At  my  return. 

Theag.  Are  all  the  fhips  ailembled  ? 

Ufy/.  There  only  want  the  friendly  aids  from 
Scyros. 

Lye.  O  !  wretched,  feeble  ftate  of  hoary  age. 
That  keeps  me  now  from  fuch  a  glorious  fight. 

Ulyf.  [ajide^  This  is  the  time  for  triaL  \to  Lye] 
Mighty  king, 
The  thought  is  worthy  thee.    What  eyes  again 
Shall  view  fuch  arms,  fuch  leaders,  fuch  a  hoft 
Of  gallant  warriors,  countlefs  fteeds  and  veffels. 
Spears  briftled,  banners  ftreaming  to  the  wind ; 
All  Europe  there  aflembled.     Woods  and  cities 
Are  deferts  now :  encouraged  by  their  fires. 
Their  reverend  fires,  who  mourn  their  ufelefs  age. 

The 
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The  impatient  youth  rufh  forth  and  fly  to  arms, 
[/o  Arc.  afide7\   Obferve  him,  Areas,  now. 

\during  this  ffeech  a  -page  brings  the  cup  to 
Achilles,  who,  injtead  of  taking  it  to  Dei- 
damia  Jiands  lijiening  to  Ulyfl^es. 
Deid.  Pyrrha! 

Ach.  Forgive  me : 
My  mind  eftrang'd  awhile 

\takes  the  cup,  then  Jtops  again  to  Tiften. 

Ulyf.  None,  none  remain 
Whofe  bofoms  ever  felt  the  flings  of  honour. 
Or  knew  a  wifh  for  glory  :  fcarcely  virgins. 
Or  tender  brides  efcape  the  general  flame  ; 
And  thofe,  whom  hard  neceflity  detains. 
Rave  at  their  fate  and  call  the  Gods  unjufl:. 

Deid.  What  doft  thou,  Pyrrha  ? 

Ach.  I  attend  your  will,     \_prefents  her  the  cup, 

Deid.   \ajide  to  Ach.  taking  the  cup.^  Ingrate  ! 
are  thefe  thy  boafted  flgns  of  love  ? 

Ach.  [to  her.']  Be  not  difpleas'd ;  forgive  me, 
Deidamia. 

Lye.  Go,  place  the  wonted  lyre  in  Pyrrha's  hand. 
Now,  daughter,  urge  her  with  accuftom'd  flcill 
To  raile  her  voice  and  join  the  founding  chords  ; 
She  nothing  can  deny  thee. 

Deid.  [to  Ach.]  If  thou  lov'fl;  me 

Atten4 
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Attend  my  father's  wifh. 

Ach.  If  fuch  your  will 
I  fhall  obey — O  !  tyranny  of  love  !  \ajide^ 

^a  page  gives  him  the  lyre,  and  a  feat  is  f>laced 
for  him  near  the  table. 

Theag.  [afde.']  I  am  bewilder'd  whilfl  I  fee  two 
maids 
Thus  knit  in  Ilrange  afFe6lion. 

Ulyf  [afde  to  Arc]   Areas,  hear : 
Now  is  the  time — thou  know'lt — 

Arc.  I  know  it  well.  \Exit, 

[Achilles  takes  his  feat  and  fngs,  accompany- 
ing  Ms  voice  with  the  lyre. 

When  love  has  firmly  bound  the  foul. 

And  bid  the  heart  obey. 
He  rules  the  will  without  control. 

And  rules  with  t}Tant  fway. 

His  cruel  frauds,  on  every  hand. 

He  fpreads  alike  for  all : 
Not  valour  can  his  power  withfland. 

And  wifdom's  felf  muft  fall. 

If  Jove,  of  gods  and  men  the  lire. 

In  fnowy  plumage  dreft, 
Eflay'd  with  tuneful  notes  to  fire 

The  tender  Leda's  bread  : 

If 
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If  once  amongft  the  herds  he  pac'd 

For  fair  Europa's.  fake  ; 
'Twas  love  who  thus  the  god  debas'd 

Such  borrow'd  forms  to  take. 

Whoe'er  betray'd  by  female  fmiles 
Would  join  the  train  of  Love, 

Too  late  fhall  find  his  cruel  wiles. 
And  lafting  forrow  prove. 

The  tyrant  wills  that  every  flave 

Should  kifs  the  galling  chains ;         _  ^  • 
Should  boaft  the  fufferings  Beauty  gave, 

And  triumph  in  his  pains. 
\here  the  fong  is  interrupted  by  the  followers 

of  Ulyfles  hrhiging  in  the  prefents  for  the 

king. 

Lye.  Say,  who  are  thefe  ? 

Ulyf.  My  followers,  mighty  prince. 
Who  humbly  lay  before  your  royal  feet 
Thefe  flender  prefents  brought  from  Ithaca. 
Forgive  the  freedom,  if  in  thefe  I  offer 
The  accullom'd  thanks  of  no  ungrateful  gueft. 
If  I  prefume  too  much,  my  country's  ufage 
Mufl  plead  forgivenefs  for  me. 

Lye.  Gifts  like  thefe 
Speak  well"  the  generous  doner 

2  Ach. 
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jich.    [approaching  ohferves  the  amiour.'\  Hea- 
venly powers ! 
What  do  I  fee! 

Lye.  [looking  at  the  veJisJ\  Not  even  in  princely 
Tyre 
No  puTple  ever  glow'd  with  brighter  hue. 

Theag.  [looking  at  the  vafes.']  I  ne'er  t^l  now 
beheld  the  fculptur'd  vafe 
So  fram'd  and  fafliion'd  by  a  mailer  hand. 

DeiJ.  [^looking  at  the  jewels.~\  And  never  fure  on 
India's  wealthy  Ihore 
Were  feen  luch  dazzling  gems, 

u^ch.  [goes  7iearer.~\  What  eyes  till  now 
Have  e'er  beheld  fuch  glorious  fplendid  arms  ? 

Deid.    [afide  to  Ach.]    What   would'fl   thou, 
Pyrrha  ?  Go,  refume  the  lyre. 
And  tune  again  thy  fong. 

Ach.  [returning  to  his  feat^  O  pain  to  fuffer ! 

Cry  within.  To  arms  !  to  arms ! 

[a  noife  is  heard  of  arms  and  warlike  injlru- 
ments :  all  the  guejis  rife  with  looks  of 
ajlonifhment  and  fear  except  Achilles,  who 
remains  feated  whh  an  intrepid  air.  Areas 
re-enters  with  feeming  terror, 

Ly(^.  What  fudden  tumult's  this  ? 

4rc.  Ulyfles,  hafte 
And  curb  thy  followers'  fury. 

VOL.  11,  s  Vlyf 
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Ulyf.  What  has  chanc'd  ? 

Arc.  I  know  not  why,  but  with  the  royal  guards 
They  mix  in  cruel  fight :  expe6l  this  moment 
To  fee  a  thoufand  threatening  falchions  drawn. 

Deid.  Affift  me,  Gods !  O  !  whither  fhall  I  fly 
To  fave  me  from  their  fury  ?  '\pins  out. 

Theag.  Princefs,  ftay \_  follows  her. 

:   Within.  To  arms !  to  arms ! 

[Lycomedes  draws  his  fword  and  runs  to  the 
tumult.  Noife  of  arms  continues.  All  fly 
hut  UlyfTes,  Areas  and  Achilles.  Ulyfles 
and  Areas  ftand  apart  to  obferve  Achilles, 
who  flarts  from  his  feat  with  great  emotion. 

S   C   E  N  E     IX. 

Achilles,  Ulysses  and  Arcas  apart. 

Ach.  Almighty  powers !  where  am  I  ? 
What  did  I  hear  ?  Methinks  I  feel  my  hair 
Upftart  with  frenzy  !  Ah  !  what  cloud  is  this 
Obfcures  my  fight !  What  fudden  fire  now  glows 
Within  my  bofom  ! — I  can  hold  no  longer — 
To  arms !  to  arms  !         . 

\walks  to  and  fro   with  a  furious-air,   then 
fuddenly  flops  and  ohferves  the  lyre  ftill  in 
his  hand. 
Ulyf.   [to  Arc]   Obferve  him,  Arcas,  well. 

Ach.  And  is  this  lyre  a  weapon  for  Achilles  ? 
No,  fortune  now  provides  me  nobler  arms 

More 
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More  worthy  of  me — ^Hence  !  to  earth,  to  earth  ! 
Vile  inftrument  of  Ihame  ! 

[dajhes  it  on  the  ground,  and  goes  to  the  tahh 
to  take  the  arms  from  the  prefents  brought 
hy  Ulyiles. 

This  hand  debas'd 
Shall  wield   the   ponderous   buckler's   honour'd 

weight, 
And  this  the  gleaming  fword. 

[takes  the  Jhield  and  fword. 
Ah  !  now  I  feel, 
I  know  myfelf  Achilles — Lead  me,  Gods  ! 
To  meet  the  glorious  labours  of  the  field. 
And  dare  with  fingle  force  a  thoufand  foes. 

Vlyf  If  this  be  not  Achilles,  tell  me.  Areas, 
What  hero  fhall  we  name  him  ?  \coming  forward, 

Ach.  Heavens  !  Ulyfles  ! 
What  would'ft  thou  fay  ? 

Vlyf  Exalted  youth  !  Achilles  ! 
Offspring  of  Gods !  at  length  permit  Ulyfles 
To  clafp  thee  to  his  breafl :  'tis  now  no  time 
For  vain  diflimulation — thou  art  he. 
The  hope,  the  glory  of  exulting  Greece, 
And  Alia's  terror.     Wherefore  then  fupprefs 
The  great  emotions  of  thy  generous  heart  ? 
Are  they  not  worthy  of  thee  ?  O  !  indulge. 
Indulge  them,  noble  youth — I  fee,  I  fee 

Thou  canfl  no  more  difguife  them Come,  I'll 

guide  thee 

e2  To 
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To  vi&.OTy  and  triumph.     Greece,  in  arms, 
Awaits  but  thee,  and  Ada's  hoftile  fons 
Shall  tremble  at  thy  lingle  name — away  ! 

u4ch.  Then  lead  me  hence ;  conduct  me  whcj-e 
thou  wilt — 
But  yet,  Ulyfles — 

U/jf.  Whence  this  fudden  paufc  ? 

^c/t.  And  what  of  Deidamia  ?— 

Uljf.  Deidamia 
Will  fee  thee  on  fome  future  day  return, 
With  laurels  crown'd,  more  worthy  of  her  lore. 

^ch.  But  whilft,  alas ! — 

Ufy/.  Yes,  whilft  the  earth  is  fill'd 
With  war's  deftru6live  flames,  would'ft  thou,  con- 

ceal'd 
From  every  eye,  here  hnger  out  thy  life 
In  vile  repofc  ?  Remoteft  times  iTiall  tell 
How  fierce  Tydides  fapp'd  the  Dardan  walls ; 
How  HecSlor  from  Id©meneus  obtain'd 
His  arms  and  fpoils ;  how  Sthenelus  and  Ajax 
Laid  Priam's  throne  in  allies ;  whilit  Achilles, 
(What  did  Achilles  ?)  he,  in  female  garb 
Amongft  the  maids  of  Scyros  dragg'd  his  days, 
LuU'd  by  the  diftant  found  of  valiant  deeds. 
Forbid  it,  Gods !  O  !  roufe  at  length — efface 
This  blot  of  honour — O  !  permit  no  longer 
That  any  eye  fhould  fee  that  vile  difguife. 
O  !  could'il  thou  in  thyfelf  behold  a  prince, 

A  warrior 
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A  warrior  thus  difgrac'd  with  all  the  mockery 
Of  female  trappings  ! — In  that  fhield  reflected 
Thou   may'ft   contemplate — Know'ft   thou  thefe 
Achilles  ?  [^foinfs  to  the  JhielJ. 

'Ach.  O  !  treble  fhame  !  off !  off !  ye  foul  dif- 

guifes  !  ^(b  "^i  "'lOiit  T,  r[  i: 

Reproach   to  manhood !   [fears  his  vefis.~\    How 

have  I  endurM  them  ? 
Ulyfles,  hence  to  fheath  thefe  limbs  in  arms. 
Nor  let  me  longer  pine  in  fhameful  bbnds. 

Uljf.   Follow    me   then — [a/IJe.']    The  day  at 
length  is  ours.       "  '">  ^    ' 
[as  they  are  going  on  one  fide  Nearchus  enters 
on  the  otJur. 

S  C'  EN  E    5C.P^  -- 

',  I  Una:  . . 
Efiter  Nearchus,.;  r,,^,,„^  r-r-l 

Near.  Where  goeft  thou,  ^Pyrrha  ?  Pyrrha. 

Ach.  [turning.']  O  !  thou  bafe-orie  ! 
Let  not  that  name  again  efcape  thy  lips. 
Nor  dare  henceforth  remind  me  of  my  fliame. 

Near.  Hear  me and  wilt  thou  thus  depart  ? 

Thy  princefs — 

Ach.  Tell  her  from  me 

Uljf.  Achilles,  let  us  go. 

Near,  What  can  I  fay  from  thee  ta  Deidamia  ? 

Ach, 
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Ach.  O  !  tell  her,  midfl  her  cruel  woes. 
To  love  me  Hill,  nor  vainly  mourn  : 

To  her  Achilles  conftant  goes. 
And  conftant  will  to  her  return. 

Tell  her  thofe  lovely  eyes  alone 
Shall  ever  rule  my  faithful  heart : 

She  ever  there  maintain'd  her  throne. 
And  thence  fhe  never  fhall  depart. 

\Exit  with  Ul}lf?es, 

SCENE    XL 

Nearchus  alone. 

Eternal  powers  !  what  fudden  ftorm  has  wreck'd 
My  dearefl  hopes  !  And  fhould  Achilles  go 
Where  fhall  I  fly  ?  Ah  !  who  will  fave  me  then 
From  angry  Thetis  ?  After  years  of  care. 
Such  toils,  fuch  watchings,  every  art  employ'd  ? 
O  !  Heavens ! 

,    S  C  E  N  E    XII. 

Enter  Deidamia. 

Deid.  [entering.']  Where  is  he  ?  Lead  me,  lead 
me  to  him —       '   ^"' 
Where  is  my  life,  my  love  ? 

Near.  Ah  !  Deidamia, 

I  Achilles 
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Achilles  is  no  longer  yours. 

Deid.  Nearchus, 
What  mean  thy  fatal  words  ? 

Near.  Alas  \  my  princefs. 
He  leaves  you,  he  forfakes  you. 

Deid.  Oft  before 
Thy  vain  fufpicions  have  alarm'd  my  fears. 

NMr.  Would  I  were  ftill  deceiv'd  ! Alas ! 

UlyiTes 
Has  now  difcover'd  all ;  has  found  Achilles, 
And  forc'd  him  hence. 

Deid.  And  could'ft  thou  thus,  Nearchus, 
Permit  him  to  depart  ?  O  !  hafte,  purfue  him — 
Ah  !  wretched  Deidamia  ! — hear  me  yet — 
This  ftroke  indeed  was  death  ! — why  doft  thou 

tarry  ? — 
Did  I  not  fend  thee  hence  ? 

Near.  I  go,  my  princefs. 
But  all  I  fear  in  vain.  [^Exit. 

SCENE    XIII. 

Deidamia  alone. 

Achilles  leaves  me ! 
Achilles  then  forfakes  me  ! — ^Ah  I  ingrate  ! 
And  could  he  harbour  fuch  a  thought  and  live  ? 
Is  this  his  promis'd  faith  ?  Are  thefe  the  fruits 

Of 
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Of  long  protefting  love  ? — But  wtiile  I  rave 

In  fond  complaintg,  the  traitor  fpreads  his  fails — 

O  !  let  us  hafte  to  flop  his  treacherous  flight. 

My  forrow  knows  no  bounds — away — fhould  aU 

Avail  me  nothing,  let  the  perjur'd  man  .,  r 

See  Deidamia  on  the  fhore  expire. 

Then  fail  in  triumph  from  the  port  of  Scyros. 

SCENE    XIV. 

Enter  Theagenes. 

Theag.  O  !  princefs  moft  belov'd — 

Deid»  [afide^  Ill-tim'd  intrufion. 
To  break  on  my  diflra6lion  ! 

Theag.  Ah  !  permit  me 
To  learn  the  foft  emotions  of  your  heart. 
If  yet  your  love 

Deld.  It  is  not  now  a'  time 
To  talk  of  love. 

Theag.  Yet  hear  me. 

Detd.  O  !  forbear 

Theag.  But  for  a  moment. 

Deid.  [impatiently. ~\  O  !  Immortal  powers  I 

Theag.  At  lengthy  my  plighted  bride,  at  early 
day— 

Deid.  For  pity's  fake  diftra6l  me  now  no  more — 

•  Sce*ft 
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See'ft  thou  not,  cruel,  how  diflrcflj 
A  thoufand  torments  rend  my  breaft. 
That  all  I  alk  is  lafting  reft. 

Which  only  death  can  give  ? 
And  fee'ft  thou  not  my  tortur'd  mind 
Detefts  itfelf,  detefts  mankind, 

And  longer  loathes  to  live  ?  [^ExJf^ 


SCENE     XV. 

Theagexes  alone. 

Myllerious  all !  what  wifdom  can  explain 
The  wonders  of  this  day  ?   What  means  the  prin- 

cefs  ? 
What  can  her  words  import  ?  She  furely  raves. 
Or  feeks  to  fhake  my  reafon.     Do  I  dream  ?       ' - 
Wake,  wake,  Theagenes — How  art  thou  loft. 
Without  a  clue  to  tread  this  various  maze  ! 

Did  ihe  in  truth,  or  fportive  ftrain 

Addrefs  my  wondering  ear  ? 
I  feek  to  explore  her  fenfe  in  vain. 

And  doubt  of  all  I  hear. 

By  fympathy,  in  forrow  join'd. 

We  others'  iighs  partake ; 
Then  fure  another's  frantic  mind 

In  ours  may  frenzy  wake. 

END   OF   THE    SfiCOND   ACT. 

^  ACT 
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ACT    III.     SCENE   I. 

Porticoes  of  the  palace  adjoining  to  the  fea,     Shij)S 
near  the  Jhore. 

Ulysses,  Achilles  in  a  military  drefs, 

Ulyf.  Achilles,  I  confefs  the  hero  now ; 
I  fee  thee  all  thyfelf.     O  !  how  the  drefs 
Of  female  weeds  obfcur'd  thy  godlike  mien  ! 
Behold  the  warrior  now.     The  ferpent  thus 
Forth  ifTues  to  the  fun,  with  youth  renew' d. 
And  as  he  rides  on  golden  fpires,  or  trails  ^- 

His  lengthen'd  curls,  rejoices  in  his  flrength. 

Ach.  To  thee,  O  mighty  chief,  Achilles  owes 
A  life  reflor'd  :  but  like  a  captive  fcarce  ; 

Releas'd  from  bonds,  I  doubt  my  freedom  ftill ; ;  /* 
Still  feem  to  view  the  dungeon  s  dreary  gloom,  *  7 
And  hear  the  clanking  of  inglorious  chains. 

Ulyf.  [looking  out.~\  Why  comes  not  Areas  yet  ? 

[afde. 

Ach.  Are  thefe,  Ulyfles, 
Thy  (hips  that  fail'd  from  Greece  ? 

Ulyf.  They  are  :  nor  lefs 
Will  thefe  with  pride  exult,  than  Argo  once, 
To  bear  their  glorious  burthen,  while  Achilles 
Can  lingly  weigh  againft  that  band  of  heroes, 
And  all  the  treafures  brought  from  Phryxus'  fhore. 

Ach, 
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jich.  Then  wherefore  this  delay  ? 

Ulyf.  Ho !  mariners. 
Approach  the  land — [ajide.']  And  yet  I  fee  not 
Areas. 
Ach.   Why  are  not  thefe  Scamander's  hoftile 
fhores  ? 
There,  there  it  fhall  be  known  how  foon  Achilles 
Will  cancel  every  fault,  when  glorious  toils      ,^  r 
Of  fighting  fields  fhall  "(vafli  my  ftains  away. 
This  fword  fhall  plead  forgivenefs  for  the  hours. 
The  flothful  hours  of  Scyros  :  then  perhaps 
My  trophies  gain'd  may  fwell  the  trump  of  fame. 
And  leave  no  time  to  blaze  my  follies  pafl. 

Ulyf.   O  !  glorious  warmth  !  O  !  godlike  fenfe 
of  fhame  ! 
That  well  befits  Achilles :  never,  never 
Such  virtue  could  be  hid  from  human  kind, . 
And  buried  in  the  narrow  bounds  of  Scyros.':  '  /  !'\ 
Too  far,  O  Thetis !  thy  maternal  fears    ,^  -  .v^ 
Betray'd  thy  better  fenfe :  thou  might'ft  have  known 
That  here  to  keep  conceal'd  fo  fierce  a  flame. 
All  arts  were  vain  and  every  labour  fruitlefs. 

Enclos'd  in  earth's  capacious  caves, 
A  fmother'd  fire  indignant  raves, 

And  burfts  at  length  its  narrow  bound ; 
Proud  cities,  woods,  deflroys  and  burns. 
And  forefts  fhakes,  and  hills  o'erturns. 

And  fpreads  a  ghaltly  ruin  round. 

Ach. 
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Ach.  Behold  the  veflels  now  approach  the  ihore : 
XJl3rfles^  follow  me.  [g^^^^g  towards  the  fea, 

SCENE    U. 

Enter  Arc  as  in  Jiajle.      . 

Ul^f.  [afide  to  Arc]  Areas,  what  means 
Thy  long  delay  ? 

Arc.  Let  us  with  fpeed  embark 
JiCft  aught  obftrudl  our  purpofe. 

Ulyf.  Say  what  mean'ft  thou  ? 

Arc.  Depart,  depart,  and  thou  fhall  Icam  it  all. 

Ulyf.  Give  me  at  leaft  fome  token. 

Arc.  Deidamia, 
Wild  with  her  love,  and  blinded  with  her  rage, 
Purfues  our  fleps  :  I  could  no  longer  ftay  her, 
And  flew  before  to  bear  the  unwelcome  tidings. 

Ulyf.  This  dangerous  meeting  muft  not  be,  my 
Areas. 

Ach.  [returning  imfatient^  Why  do  we  linger 
thus? 

Ulyf  Behold  me  ready. 

Ach.  [to  Arc.]  What  caufe  difiurbs  thee  thus  ? 

fay.  Areas. 
Arc.  Nothing. 
Ulyf  Let  us  depart. 

Ach, 
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Ach.  \to  Arc]  What  mean  thofc  frequent  looks 
Caft  back  with  anxious  fearch  ?  What  fear' 11  thou? 
Speak. 

Vljif.  \aftde?^  O!  mighty  Gods ! 

Arc.  \to  Ach.]  My  lord,  I  fear,  perhaps— 
llie  king  perhaps  may  hear  of  our  departure. 
And  feek  by  force  to  ftay  us. 

Ach.  Seek  by  force  ? 
Am  I  his  prifoner  then,  and  would  he  thus— 

Vlyf.  No — but  'tis  prudent  we  fhould  fly  from  all. 
That  might  detain  us. 

Ach.  Shall  Achilles  fly  ? 

XJlyf.  Let  us  not  wafl:e  the  time  in  vain  delays : 
Hafte  to  the  fea — the  winds  and  waves  invite  us. 
\takes  Achilles  hy  the  Jiand,  and  goes  with  him 
towards  the  fea-Jhore, 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Deidamia. 

Deid.   Ah !  whither,  whither  goeft  thou,  O ! 
Achilles  ? 
Yet  flay  and  hear  me. 

[Achilles  turns  and  fees  Deidamia:  both  re- 
main fome  time  filent. 

Vlyf.  [afidei]  Now  indeed  I  fear. 

Art. 
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j4rc.  [afide^  Behold  w^ere  love  and  glory  both 
contend, 

Deid.  Inhuman  man  !  and  is  it  poflible  ? 
Could'ft  thou  then  leave  me  ? 

Ulyf.  [aftde  to  Ach  J  If  thou  mak'ft  reply 
Thou  art  vanquifh'd. 

uich.    [to  Ulyf.]    Fear  me  not ;   whatever  my 
feelings, 
I'll  ftruggle  to  fupprcfs  them. 

Deid.  Such  reward, 

0  cruel !  doll  thou  yield  for  love  like  mine  ? 
Could  fuch  a  form  conceal  a  treacherous  heart  ? 
Learn  hence,  too  eafy  maidens,  learn  from  him 
To  trufl  a  lover's  faith  :  even  now  he  fwore 
Eternal  conftancy,  and  in  a  moment 

Forgets  it  all — departs,  forfakes  me  thus. 
Without  one  tender  figh,  one'kfl  adieu. 

Ach.   [ajde.'j  My  breaking  heart ! 

Arc.  [afide.']  He  melts. 

Deid.  What  caufe  could  make  thee 
At  once  my  foe  ?  Alas !  what  have  I  done  ? 
What  crime  of  mine  can  merit  thus  thy  hatred  ? 

Ach.  No,  princefs,  no 

Ulyf.  Achilles 

Ach.  [to  Ulyf.]  But  one  word  : 

1  afk  no  more. 
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Ulyf.  [ajtde.]  Then  all  is  loft. 

uf^ch.  [/<9  Deid.]  No,  princefs. 
Believe  me  not  a  traitor  or  thy  foe  : 
Eternal  truth  I've  fworn  and  I  will  keep  it. 
The  rigid  laws  of  honour  tear  me  from  thee ; 
But  I'll  return  more  worthy  of  thy  love. 
If  (ilent  I  depart,  think  not  my  lilence 
Was  fcorn  or  hatred  :  O  !  'twas  fear  and  pity. 
Pity  for  thee,  a  prey  to  tender  forrow. 
And  fear  that  conftancy  in  me  would  prove 
Unequal  to  the  talk  :  the  firft,  alas  ! 
I  well  forefaw,  the  lall  I  dar'd  not  truft. 
I  know  thou  lov'ft  me  dearer  than  thy  life. 
And  well  I  know 

Ulyf.  Achilles. 

j^ch.  See  me  here 
Prepar'd  to  quit  the  port. 

^rc.  [afuJe.^  And  yet  he  comes  not. 

j4ch.  \jo  Deid.]  Still  in  my  breaft 

Deid.  No  more — 'tis  now  too  late —  ^ 

Forgive  my  tranfports  to  excefs  of  love. 
'Tis  true,  Achilles  owes  himfelf  to  Greece, 
To  all  the  world,  and  to  his  own  renown. 
I'hen  go — no  longer  I  oppofe  thy  purpofe  : 
My  heart's  affedlion  fhall  attend  thee  ftill ; 
But  fince  I  here  without  thee  muft  remain, 
O  !   be  the  ftroke  lefs  dreadful — leave  me  not 
I'hus  unprepar'd  :  allow  my  feeble  virtue 

Some 
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Some  time  for  recolle6tion — but  one  day-— 
I  afKL  no  more — go  then,  depart  in  peace. 
Such  grace  is  not  denied  a  wretch  condemned 
To  meet  his  death ;  and  can  I  doubt  Achilles 
Will  now  refufe  this  grant  to  Deidamia  ?  -    - 

Arc.  \afhie.~\  If  fhe  obtain  a  day  fhe  conquers  all. 

Deid,  Ah  !  think — Ah  !  fpeak — thy  downcaft 
eyes  are  fix'd 
In  penfive  filence  ftjll. 

Ach,  [to  Ulyf.]  What  fays  Ulj-ifes  ? 

Ulyf,  'Tis  at  thy  choice,  Achilles,  to  depart. 
Or  here  abide  :  to  me  is  not  permitted 
A  longer  tarriance  here  :  refolve  to  quit 
The  port,  or  leave  me  to  embark  alone. 

Ach,  [ajide.'j  O  !  cruel  Hate  1 

Deid,  Yet  anfwer  me,  Achilles. 

Acli,  Fain  would  I  ftay  in  pity  to  thy  grief, 
3ut  heard'ft  thou  not  UlyfTesf?       [pints  to  Ulyf. 

Ulyf.  Well— refolve. 

Ach,  [to  Ulyf.]  I  would  purfue  thy  fteps,  but 
feefl  thou  not 
Who  pleads  againfl  thee  ?  [points  to  Deid, 

Deid,  'Tis  enough — I  fee 
Thy  choice  is  made  and  thou  prcpar'il  to  leave  me. 
Go  then,  imgrateful  man  I  farewell  for  ever. 

[going, 

Ach.  Stay,  Deidamia.  [follows  her. 
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Ulyf,  I  perceive,  Achilles^ 
Thy  purpofe  to  remain.     Irrefolute, 
Degenerate  youth  !  I  leave  thee  and  depart. 

\_gomg. 

Ach.  Ulyflb,  flay. 

Detd.  \to  Ach.]  What  would'il  thou  > 

IJlyf.  Whither  tends 
Thy  purpofe  now  ? 

Ach.  I  would,  my  Deidamia, 
Indulge  thy  wifh — \_afide7[  O  Heaven  !  what  means 

this  weaknefs. 
\jo  Ulyf.]  To  thee,   UlylTes^  would  I  yield  my 

guidance — • 
\afide^  But  this  were  furely  cruel — If  my  glory 
ExaA  obedience  here,  there  love  denies  it. 

Arc.  [afide^  'Tis  doubtful  which  will  conquer. 

Detd.  Since  to  grant  me 
So  light  a  boon  excites  fuch  painful  ftruggles, 
I  prefs  no  further — ^yet  one  grace  I  afk 
More  worthy  thee  :  depart,  but  ere  thou  goeft. 
Deep  in  my  bofom  plunge  thy  glorious  fword. 
This  will  avail  us  both  :  for  thou,  Achilles, 
Wilt  thus  begin  to  inure  thy  foul  to  flaughter. 
And  Deidamia  fhun  a  lingering  death  : 
So  may'ft  thou  gladly  go,  and  go  unquefl:ion*d. 
I  die  content,  if  he,  whom  flill  my  heart 
Muft  ever  love,  dear  maft^r  of  my  fate. 
If  he,  alas  !  who  has  refus'd  me  life, 

TOL.  II,  F  At 


06  ACHILLES    IX    SCYROS.  [aCT  111. 

At  leq,ft  in  pity  thus  concludes  my  woes,    [^iveep. 

Arc.  [ajide,']  Were  I  Achilles  I  could  hold  no 
longer. 

De'id.  Thy  laft  beft  gift 

Ach.  Ah  !  ceafe — ^lament  no  more  : 
UlyfleSj  longer  to  reject  her  fuit 
Were  ufelefs  cruelty. 

Ulyf.  So  thinks  Achilles. 

Ach.  She  afks  but  for  a  day ;  a  finglc  day 
May  furely  be  indulg'd  me. 

Ulyf.  Not  a  day.  ,  ,^     \ 

I  go  to  tell  the  aflembled  Argive  chiefs 
The  glories  of  Achilles ;  yes,  from  mc 
Each  ear  may  learn  what  generous  toils  have  cleans'd 
His  fame  ;  what  great  amends  his  Iword  has  made 
For  all  his  floth  at  Scyros,  and  by  him 
What  numerous  trophies  fill  the  mouth  of  fame, 

Ach.  But  valour  lofes  not 

Ulyf.  Talk  not  of  valour. 
Strip  ofFthofe  arms,  ^  tifelefts  load  for  Pyrrha. 
What  ho  !  bring  forth  the  hero's  filkcn  robes, 
And  let  him  reft  awhile  :  his  fainting  brows 
Enough  have  felt  the  helmet's  mafiy  weight. 

Arc.  [a/ide~\  How  well  Ul}'fres  proves  his  every 
art  ; ;:  .    ■'■■'{ 

To  roufe  tlie  latent  hero. 

Ach.  Ito  Ulyf.]  Am  I  Pvrrha  ?  -i" 

To 
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To  me  the  lilken  robes  ?  -  ^   ''^  "■■■ 

XJlyf.  O  !  no— thou  glv'ft 
Great  proofs  of  manly  inind  :  thou  canfl^  not  con- 
quer 
One  weak,  one  poor  afFe6tion. 

Ach.   \^  firmly?^  Better  learn 
To  know  Achilles — ^let  us  go. 

De'uh  Achilles : 
And  wilt  thou  leave  me  ? 

Ach.  Strong  neceility  /ii  i  j 

Compels  me,  ^   , ,  t  * 

Deid,  Say'llthou? 

AcTi.  Longer  to  remain 
Were  fatal  to  my  honour — Deidamia, 
Farewell ! 

\^goes  refolutely  to  the  JJi'tp  ;  is  about  to  afcend 
the  deck,  then  Jiops.  Ulj'iles  mid  Areas 
follow.  Deidamia  continues  fome  time  im^ 
moveable. 

Arc.    [ajide.~\    Ulyifes'   taunts   at  length  have 
rous'd 
His  fleeping  honour. 

Ulyf.  [ajide.'\  Yet  we  are  not  fecure^ 

Deid.    Barbarian !  traitor !    wilt  thou  then  be 
gone  ? 
Is  this  a  lover's  parting  ? — ^Tyranny  '"'\s. 

Beyond  example  '.—-Hence  thou  fly'fl  from  rrie, 

F  2  But 
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But  fhalt  not  fly  from  Heaven — If  Gods  are  juft. 
And  pity  human  fufFerings,  all  will  join 
To  punifh  thy  mifdecds :  my  injur'd  ghoft 
Shall  haunt  thy  light  and  witnefs  my  revenge. 
Already  now  my  foul  enjoys  the  thought ! — 
I  fee  the  lightnings  flafh — O  !  no,  forbear, 
Vindi6live  powers ! — if  one  mult  pay  the  forfeit,- 
O  !  fpare  that  breaft  belov'd  and  llrike  at  mine. 
If  cruel  he  has  chang'd  his  former  felf. 
Yet  Deidamia's  heart  is  ftill  the  fame  : 
For  him  I  liv'd,  for  him  I  now  will  die.    \^fa'mis, 

Aclu  Ah  !  let  me  fly \to  Ulyf. 

lJlyf>  And  whither  would  Achilles  ? 

Ach.  To  fave  my  Deidamia. 

Vlyf.  Then  no  longer 

Ach.  And  canll  thou  hope  that  I  will  leave  htf 
thus  ? 

Vlyf.  Are  thefe  thy  proofs  of  valour  ? 

Acli.   \in  anger.~\  Thou  would'll  alk 
For  proofs  of  valour,  proofs  of  cruelty. 
— Ulj-lles,  give  me  way. 

\_I^reah  from  him  and  runs  to  Deidamia, 

Arc.  [_afide.']  Then  Love  has  conquer' d. 

Ach,  My  life  !  my  princefs  !  hear  me — riiighty 
Gods! 
She  anfwers  not — lift  up  thofe  lovely  eyes. 
Behold,  behold  thy  own  Achilles  here. 

Uljf 
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Uljf.  I  fear,  my  Areas,  'tis  not  now  a  time 
To  hope  for  vi(5lory  :  we  muft  refign 
The  palm,  and  feek  the  field  with  other  arms. 

[Exif  with  Areas,  urifeen  hy  Achilles. 

SCENE    IV. 

Deidamia,  Achilles. 

Deid,  Ah  !  me.  [recovering. 

Ach.  The  Gods  be  prais'd  !  fhe  breathes  again. 
• — O  !  no,  my  hope,  Achilles  will  not  leave  thee. 

Deid.  Art  thou  indeed  Achilles  ?  Sure  I  dream — " 
What  would'ft  thou  now  ? 

Ach.  All  peace  to  thee,  my  love. 

Deid.  Could'ft  thou,  unkind,  refufe  a  fingle  day  ? 
And  now  thou  com'ft 

Ach.  It  was  not  I  oppos'd 
Thy  gentle  wifh — behold  thy  foe — but,  ha  ! 
What  can  this  mean  ?  Ulyfles  is  not  here  : 
He  leaves  me  then. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Ehter  Nearchus. 

Near.  If  you  would  find  Ulyfles, 
He  feeks  the  king,  and  with  his  fandlion  means 
To  bear  you,  thus  difcover'd,  to  his  fhips. 

Deid. 
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Deid.  This  only  wanted  to  complete  my  fufFer- 
ings: 
All  muft  be  then  reveal'd  to  Lycomedes. 

Near.  Believe  not  now  your  fecret  firft  difclos'd. 
Theagenes,  alarm'd  at  your  dillra6lion, 
Soon  found  the  caufe,  and  hafled  to  the  king. 
Who  holds  him  now  in  converfe. 

Deid.  O  !  ye  Powers ! 
Unhappy  Deidamia  !  what  has  fate 
In  (tore  ?  If  you,  Achilles,  fliould  forfake  me. 
Where  fhall  I  fly  for  pity  ? 

Ach.  I  forfake  thee 
In  fuch  a  trial ! — no — my  firft  exploit 
Would  then  be  impious  treafon  :  calm  thy  fears. 
And  truft  to  me  thy  fortune  and  my  own. 

May  heavenly  powers  thy  peace  redeem. 

And  give  thy  tears  relief ; 
And  hope,  like  fummer  meteors,  ftream 

Through  tranfient  clouds  of  grief. 

Thofe  eyes  fhall  point  their  guiding  ray 

In  love  and  honour's  courfe  ; 
•'Tis  they  that  give  and  take  away 

My  courage  and  my  force.  [Exit, 


SCENE 
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SCENE    VI. 

Deidamia,  Nearciius. 

Deid.    Support   me,    O !  Nearchus,    give  me 
comfort. 

Near.  Alas !  what  comfort  can  I  give,  opprefs'd 
With  doubts  and  terrors  that  exceed  thy  own  ? 

Deid.  Ye  pitying  Gods !  if  my  afFe(5lions  ever 
Were  innocent  and  pure,  do  you  protect  me  : 
Difpel  the  cloud  that  wraps  me  thus  in  darknefs« 
If  love's  a  crime,  I  mult  confefs  I  err'd  ; 
Jf  love  like  mine  be  guilt — I  lov'd  Achilles. 

Let  all,  who  now  my  paffion  blame^ 

Thofe  manly  beauties  trace  ; 
And  learn,  what  bell  defends  my  fame. 

From  that  enchanting  face. 

That  face,  which  feems  by  Heaven  defign'd 

To  kindle  Love's  alarms, 
Befpeaks  no  lefs  a  hero's  mind 

To  dare  the  field  in  arms.  [Exit. 

SCENE    VII. 

Nearchus  alone. 

Go,  go,  Nearchus,  now,  and  proudly  triumph 
In  all  thy  profperous  cares :  to  Thetis  tell 
How  arts,  like  thine,  could  tame  the  fierce  Achilles. 

Boaft 


< 
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Boaft  every  ftudied  fpeech  of  fawning  flattery. 
And  all  thy  foothing  phrafe  of  timid  counfels. 
Lo  !  how  thy  hopes  are  crufh'd  :  Ulyfles  fingly 
Has  baffled  every  plan. — What  flars  averfe 
Could  fend  this  crafty  Greek  to  Scyros'  fhore  ? 

I  yield  to  fate,  my  hopes  are  croft ; 
My  ftrength  is  gone,  my  courage  loft  : 
Againft  me  winds  and  waves  prevail ; 
My  oars  are  broke  and  rent  my  fail. 
And  nought  remains  my  bark  to  guide. 
That  floats  at  random  down  the  tide.    [Exii, 

SCENE    VIII. 

T/ie  Palace. 

Lycomedes,  Achilles,  Theagenes,  attendants. 

Ach.  And  does  not  Lycomedes  deign  to  anfwer 
When  thus  Achilles  fues  ? 

Theag.  Great  king,  what  means 
This  doubtful  filence  ?  Yield,  O  !  yield  at  length 
To  my  requeft,  and  to  Achilles'  wifhes. 
Why  do  you  paufe  ?  Perhaps  your  mind  revolves 
The  promife  given  to  me  :  but  think  not,  lir, 
Theagenes  fo  weighs  his  little  merits 
Againft  fuch  nuptials.     Well  I  know  fi-om  thefe 
W^hat  earth  and  heaven  expedl.  The  Gods  them- 

felves 
l^^ve  fram'd  this  union  :  Fate  c^ld  never  weave 

Such 
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Such  ilrange  events  but  for  myfterious  ends. 
Does  love  oiFend  you  ?  In  a  virtuous  bofom 
Can  love  be  guilt  ?  Perhaps  your  mind  revolts 
From  fuch  a  fraud  ;  but  Thetis  here  is  guilty. 
And  Thetis  now  is  punifh'd.     Thus  attir'd. 
She  hop'd  from  every  eye  to  hide  her  fon. 
And  made  him  known  to  all.     Thefe  fpoufal  rites 
Will  glad  the  exulting  earth,  that  ne'er  till  now 
Beheld  fuch  valour,  worth  and  beauty  join'd.  ■ 
On  thefe  what  favouring  grace  will  Heaven  bellow. 
Both   fprung   from   heavenly   feed !    What  fons 

from  thefe 
Our  hopes  may  form,  when,  Lycomedes,  you,. 
And  you,  Achilles,  boafl  for  anceftry 
A  countlefs  line  of  heroes  ? 

Ach.  \afide7\  Could  I  ever 
Have  hop'd  Theagenes  to  plead  my  caufe  ? 

Lye.  Achilles,  yes,  a  name  fo  great  as  thine 
EngrofTes  all  my  thoughts.     What  can  I  anfwer 
To  nuptials  fo  defir'd  ?  Theagenes 
With  generous  zeal  approves,  and  Heaven  com- 
mands them. 
Thou  afk'ft  her  hand,  Achilles,  and  a  father 
Confirms  the  grant.     With  wonder  I  contemplate 
Such  ftrange  adventures,  and  in  thefe,  refpedlful 
Adore  the  wifdom  of  the  immortal  powers. 

Ach,  Ah  !  Lycomedes,  ah  !  Theagenes 

O  !  fly  and  haften  hither  to  my  fight 

My 
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My  love,  my  plighted  bride.      [to  the  attendants, 

[to  Theag.]  Ah  !  prince,  to  thee 

What  does  Achilles  owe  ?  My  lord,  my  father. 

How  fhall  my  foul  with  gratitude  repay 

This  precious  gift  ?  [to  Lye. 

Lye.  Enough  for  Lycomedes 
'j'o  be  the  father  of  a  fon  like  thee. 

Since  thou  art  mine  let  Fortune  deal 

The  worfl  a  mortal  fears : 
I  fcorn  each  foe,  and  lefs  I  feel 

The  weight  of  drooping  years. 

Thus  he,  that  on  fome  ancient  tree 

Engrafts  a  tender  (lioot, 
Shall  fpringing  greens  and  blolToms  fee 

Adorn  the  wafiing  root. 

SCENE    IX. 

jB«/^/-  Ulysses. 

Aili.  O  !  come,  Ulyffes,  thou  perhaps  haft  heard 
Achilles'  happinefs. 

^  Vlyf.  Far  other  cares 
Have  brought  me  hither,  [to  Lye]  Mighty  king, 

it  now 
Imports  that  all  difguife  be  call  afide  : 
I  muft  at  length  declare  the  will  of  Greece  : 
Know  then 

Lye.  Already  is  it  known,  Ulyfies, 

And  every  part  fliall  meet  a  fair  reply, 

'2  ^CENE 


^CT  III.]  ACHILLES   IX    SCYROS.  7^5 

SCENE    LAST. 

Enter  Deidamia  aiteiided. 

Ach.  [nieet'ing  Deid.]  O  !  deareft,  bell  bclov'd ! 
and  art  thou  come 
To  blefs  thefe  eyes  ?    Did  I  not  tell  thee,  fweet. 
That  flill  for  us  propitious  fate  would  fmile  ? 

Deid.    [kneels  to  L}X.]    My  king,  my  father, 
proflrate  at  your  feet — 

Jjyc.  Rife,  Deidamia,  'twere  fuperfluous  now 
To  hear  thee  further.     I  already  know 
The  high  decrees  of  Heaven.     With  me  it  refts 
To  end  a  mighty  conteft.     Hear,  my  daughter ; 
Glory  and  Love  with  rival  power  contend 
To  ufurp  their  empire  o'er  Achilles'  heart. 
This  feeks  to  make  it  but  the  gentle  feat 
Of  foft  afFedlions  :  that  w^ould  banifh  all 
But  martial  ardors :  both  alike  unjufl 
In  either  claim.     Declare,  even  thou,  UlyfTes, 
What  were  our  hero's  praife,  to  breathe  alone 
Fury  and  wrath  ?  And  fay,  my  Deidamia, 
What  were  Achilles  fhould  he  languifh  evxr 
In  love's  enfeebling  cares  ?  No,  let  him  go 
To  where  the  trumpet's  noble  call  invites  him, 
But  let  him  go  thy  hulband  :  to  thy  arms 
Again  returning  grac'd  with  glorious  wreaths ; 
Kepofe  fhall  thus  relieve  the  toils  of  honour, 

The 
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The  toils  of  honour  dignify  repofe. 

Ach.  What  fays  my  Deidamia  ?  Speak.   What 
fays 
The  fage  Ulyfles  ? 

Deid.  When  a  father  wills. 
No  voice  has  Deidamia. 

Vlyf.  Greece,  O  !  king, 
Shall  hear  and  fhall  applaud  your  wife  decree. 

Ach.  Then  nothing  more  remains  to  crown  our 
blifs. 

Lye.  Let  now  thefe  bands,  by  either  long  delir'd. 
Unite  the  illuftrious  pair,  while  Love  and  Glory 
Henceforth  are  one,  and  join  in  lafting  peace. 

Chorus. 

Behold,  behold,  ye  happy  pair  ! 
Defcending  foft  through  yielding  air. 
Where  Hymen  fhews  his  torch  from  far, 

His  purple  veil  expands. 
Behold  the  God  with  fmiles  fuftain 
The  links  that  frame  the  marriage  chain. 
For  you,  on  Heaven's  ethereal  plain, 

Prepar'd  by  heavenly  hands. 

END  OF  THE  THIRD  ACT. 
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PERSONS  OF  THE  DRAMA. 

Demophoon,  King  of  Thrace. 
DiRCE,  privately  married  to  Timaxthes. 
Creusa,  Princefs  of  Phrygia. 
TiMANTHES,  privately  married  to  Dirge.    - 
Cherinthus,  in  love  with  Creusa. 
MathusiuSj  a  nobleman  of  the  court. 
Adrastus,  Captain  of  the  royal  guards. 
OlixthuSj  a  child^  the  fon  of  Timanthes  and 

DiRCE. 

The  Scene  lies  in  Thrace. 
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ACT    I.      SCENE    1/        ' 

Giifdefis   adjoining   to  fe-veral  apart77ients  of 
Demophoom's  palace. 

DiRCE,  Mathusius. 

Dir.  Believe  me,  fir,  a  parent's  fond  affecllon .. 
But  hurries  on  that  evil  which  vou  dread : 
Why  fhould  you  hope  to  fee  your  daughter's  name 
Alone  exempted  from  the  fatal  urn  ? 
You  plead  the  king  perhaps 

Mat.  And  jufl  the  plea :  - '. 

Am  I,  becaufe  a  fubje6l,  lefs  a  father?  nl 

Apollo  wills  fome  virgin  nobly  born 
Should  flain  his  altar  every  year  with  blood 
On  this  returning  day ;  but  yet  excludes  not 
The  maids  of  rovai  birth.     Let  him  who  fliews  A 
Such  rigid  zeal  to  enforce  the  laws  divine,  1 

Teach  others  patience  by  his  own  example :  i>:*i  7/ 
Let  him  recall  thofe  daughters  kept  at  diftance 
With  artful  policy  :  let  him  expofe  -^j 

Their  names  in  yonder  urn  ;  and  let  him  feel      r/^. 
What  pangs  diftra6t  a  wretched  parent's  bread. 
When  his  heart  trembles  as  the  prieft  draws  near 
*  -  The 
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The  dreadful  vafe,  while  with  a  folemn  mien 
His  lips  prepare  to  fpeak  the  vi(^im's  name. 
So  may  he  blufh  with  confcious  fhame  to  think 
He  could  till  now  with  cruel  pride  look  on. 
The  tame  fpe^lator  of  another's  woe. 

Dir.  Thou  know'ft  the  laws  are  fubjecSl  to  the 
king. 

Mat.   The  laws  of  man,   but  not  the  laws  ot 
Heaven. 

Dir.  Yet  thefe  a  king  explains. 

Mat.  Not  when  the  Gods 
So  fully  fpeak  their  will. 

Dir.  Yet  ne'er  fo  fully 

Mat.  Dirce,  no  more 1  am  refolv'd. 

Dir.  O  fir ! 

Refle6l  awhile  ;  quick  runs  the  flame  of  wrath 
In  mighty  men,  but  flowly  is  extinguifh'd : 
'Twere  rafhnefs  to  provoke  impending  rage 
That's  arm'd  with  power.    Alas !  the  king  already 
Beholds  you  with  an  unpropitious  eye. 
I  dread  to  think,  if,  now  too  far  provok'd. 
He  find  new  matter  to  augment  his  hatred. 
What  mifchief  may  enfue  ! 

Mat.  In  vain  thou  tell'ft  me 
Of  wrath  or  hatred  in  his  breaft  :  while  reafon 
Aflerts  my  caufe,  and  Heaven  infpires  my  thoughts* 


No 


ACT  I.]  DEMOPHOON.  81 

No  longer  fhall  this  bofom  groan, 
Opprefs'd  beneath  its  load  of  woe  : 

Or  the  proud  monarch  on  his  throne, 
With  me  fhall  equal  anguifh  know. 

We  both  are  fathers,  both  confefs 

The  fears  a  father's  fondnefs  brings  :     ^     , 
Paternal  love  infpires  no  lefs 
'»         .  The  hearts  of  fubje6ls  than  of  kings. 

[Exif. 

SCENE    II. 

Enler  Timanthes. 

jD/V.  O  were  my  lord  lefs  diftant ! — Heavens! 
he  comes.  '        ,   . 

Timan.  My  dearefl  wife  !  .. ,      .^..^ 

Dir.  Ah  !  hold,  fome  ear  perhaps 
May  catch  the  unwary  found.  Remember,  prince, 
A  fubje6t  whofe  prefumptuous  love  has  dar'd 
To  match  with  royal  blood,  mufl  yield  her  life 
A  forfeit  for  the  offence. 

Timan,  Fear  not,  my  love  ! 
None  hears,  nor  fhall — Timanthes  is  thy  guard. 

Dir.  What  friendly  power  reflores  thee  to  my 

arms !  , 

VOL.  II.  G  ..  Timan. 
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Timan.   My  father's  mandate  brings  me  from 
the  camp ; 
The  caufe  to  me  unknown.     But  tell  me,  Dirce, 
Doft  thou  ftill  love  me  ?  Art  thou  ftill  the  fame, 
As  when  I  left  thee  at  the  call  of  honour ; 
And  are  thy  thoughts  ftill  conftant  to  Timanthes  ? 

Dir.  And  canft  thou  alk  me  ?  Canft  thou  doubt 
my  faith  ? 

Tintan.  O  Heaven  !  I  doubt  thee  not ;  I  know 
thy  truth  : 
But  yet  forgive  me,  if  my  too  fond  heart 
Delights  to  hear  the  pleafing  found  repeated 
From  thofe  dear  lips.  How  fares  my  boy  Olinthus, 
The  precious  pledge  of  our  connubial  joys  ? 
Say,  does  his  beauty  with  his  years  increafe  ? 
Do  his  young  features  fpcak  a  father's  likenefs. 
Or  bloom  they  with  a  mother's  fofter  charms  ? 

Dir.  Already  have  his  tender  feet  begun 
To  form  uncertain  fteps :  his  looks  already 
Aftlime  the  manly  fternnefs,  mix'd  with  grace. 
That  charm'd  me  in  his  fire  :  but  when  he  fmiles 
He's  all  thyfelf ;  then  fondly  gazing  on  him 
Methinks  I  look  on  thee  :  how  oft  deceiv'd 
With  the  dear  thought,  I  ftrain  him  to  my  bofom, 
And  in  the  fon  embrace  the  abfent  father. 

Timan,  Where  is  he  now,  my  Dirce  ?  Lead  me 
•  to  him ; 
O  let  me  fee  my  boy  ! 

Dtr, 
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Dir.  Forbear,  my  lord. 
Awhile  fupprefs  a  parent's  tendernefs  I'-y^  ■ .' 
He  lives  conceal'd ;  but  'midft  the  obferving  eyes 
That  Tound  us  watch,  to  attempt  accefs  to  him. 
At  every  hour,  were  dangerous.  Oh  !  what  anguifh 
Attends  the  myftery  of  our  loves  conceal'd  ! 

Timan.  I'm  weary  of  diflembling  thus ;  no  more 
I'll  bear  thefe  doubts  and  fears  :  this  day  fhall  yield 
Some  bleft  expedient  to  relieve  our  pains. 

Dir.  Alas  !  ftill  greater  dangers  now  impend : 
This  is  the  day  of  annual  facrifice ; 
And  Dirce's  name  mufl  Hand  the  fatal  chance. 
Such  is  the  king's  command,  my  anxious  father 
Has  dar'd  to  oppofe  it,  and  from  their  contention 
My  fears  increafe. 

Timan.  And  does  Mathufius  know 
Our  hands  are  join'd  in  Hymen's  facred  ties  ? 

Dir.  Forbid  it,  Heaven !  for  Dirce  then  were  loft. 

Timan.  Yet  hear  me ;  let  us  now  perfuade  tlie 
king 
To  feek  the  Oracle  again  ;  by  this 
At  leaft  we  gain  more  time  for  further  thought, 

Dir.  Already  this  is  done. 

Timan.  And  what  fuccefs  ? 

fiir.   Short  was  the  anfwer,  and  in  terms  ob* 
fcure.  • 

c  a  '^  Beneath 


J 
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"  Beneath  the  wrath  of  Heaven  your  land  mull 
"  groan,      n    •■•'    /dv'^^ocjT^ 

"  'Till  time  difclofe  the  fecret  caufe  to  light ; 
*'  'Till  to  himfelf  reveal'd  the  offender's  known, 

"  "Who  guiltlefs  now  ufurps  a  prince's  right." 

Thnan.  Darknefs  and  clouds  ! 

Dlr.  And  fhould  my  lot  be  drawn 
For  this  day's  facrifice,  what  hopes  remain  ? 
I  fear  not  death ;  no,  for  her  country's  fake, 
Moft  gladly  Dirce  would  fubmit  to  fate  : 
But  Phcebus'  words  demand  a  virgin's  blood. 
Shall  I,  a  wife  and  mother,  dare  approach 
His  facred  altars,  an  unhallow'd  vi6lim  ? 
Thus  if  I  fpeak  or  not,  I  ftill  am  guilty ; 
My  filence  Heaven,  my  fpeech  offends  the  king. 

Timan.  In  defperate  dangers  defperate  means  arc 
needful :     ^ 
The  king  mufl  know  the  ftorj'^  of  our  nuptials. 

Dir.  But  how  to  evade  the  fentence  of  the  lavr 
Impending  o'er  my  head  ? 

.  Tinian.  A  monarch  made, 
'  A  monarch  can  revoke  the  ftern  decree. 
Demophoon,  though  fevere,  is  yet  a  father. 
And  I  a  fon  :  full  well,  my  love,  we  know 
By  fond  experience  what  thofe  names  import ; 
Nor  do  I  now  obfcurely  come  before  him : 
I  bring  all  Scythia  vanquifh'd,  Phafis  quell'd, 

T© 
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To  welcome  my  return  :  my  father  fure 
May  yield  me   fome  reward  for  kingdoms ,  con- 
quer'd. 
If  thefe  fuffice  not,  tears  at  leaft  fhall  move  him ; 
I'll  kneel  a  fuppliant  at  his  awful  throne. 
Embrace  his  knees,  and  melt  him  to  compallion. 

JDir.  Alas ! 1  doubt. 

Timan.  My  Dirce,  doubt  no  more  ; 
Commit  thy  future  deftiny  to  me : 
Go  then,  but  let  this  fix'd  affiirance  flill 
Dwell  in  thy  mind,  and  calm  thy  troubled  thoughts; 
Timanthes  will  be  ever  watchful  o'er  thee. 
And  hold  thy  peace  far  dearer  than  his  own. 

Dlr.  In  thee  I  hope,  my  dearell  love  ! 

To  thee  my  fate  relign  : 
Whate'er  for  thee  I'm  doom'd  to  prove. 

With  pleafure  fhall  be  mine. 

When  death  creeps  chilly  to  my  breaft, 
^         Could  I  but  this  obtain. 
To  boafl  I  die  of  thee  polTeft, 

I  ftiould  not  die  in  vain.  [jExit, 

SCENE     III. 

Timanthes  alone. 
O  Fortune  !  wherefore  did  thy  lavifh  hand 
Btllow  on  Dirce  every  female  charm ; 

Beauty 
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Beauty  unmatch'd,  and  virtue  fcarcely  human. 
Yet  blindly  place  her  in  a  fubje6l's  rank  ? 

But  be  it  fo it  refts  on  me  to  amend 

The  partial  error :  Thrace,  fome  future  day. 
With  joy  fhall  view  her  partner  of  my  throne. 
But  fee,  my  father  comes  ;  no  longer  let  me 
Conceal  the  fecret  from  him. 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Enter  Demophoon  attended. 

Demo.  Prince  ! — my  fon  ! 

Timan.  My  lord  !  my  father ! 

[kneels  and  k'^ffes  his  hand. 

Demo.  Rife. 

Timan.  Behold  me  here. 
Obedient  to  your  royal  will. 

Demo.  I  know 
Thy  warlike  genius  brooks  not  peaceful  courts ; 
And  thou;  perchance,  relu6lant  haft  received 
My  orders  that  recall'd  thee  from  the  field. 
Thy  triumphs,  prince,  are  mine  :  my  foul  exults 
In  every  deed,  and  conquers  by  thy  fword  : 
I  know  the  worth  of  all  thy  arms  have  won, 
But  thou  art  dearer  to  my  heart  than  all. 
Thy  toils  demand  refrefliment :  valour  gains 
New  vigour  from  repofe  ;  for  ever  bent, 
.The^  bow  at  length  will  lofe  the  elaftic  force, 

'Tis 
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'Tis  thine  to  merit,  to  reward  is  mine  : 

If  then  the  prince  and  fon  have  done  their  part, 

The  king  and  father  muft  accomphfh  their's. 

Timan.  'Tis  now  the  wifh'd-for  time — be  bold 
and  fpeak !  [ajide. 

So  well  I  know  the  goodnefs  of  my  father, 
I  dare  prefume 

Demo.  O  no  !  thou  canft  not  tell, 
How  dear  I  hold  thee  :  little  thinks  my  fon 
How  much  his  peace  employs  my  careful  hours. 
I  read  thy  thoughts  this  inftant :  even  thy  lilence 
I  conftrue  for  thee  :  all  thy  foul  defires. 
Is  to  behold  thy  confort  by  thy  fide, 
And  fee  all  Thrace  fpedlators  of  thy  love. 
Is  it  not  fo  ? 

Timan.  What  means  he  !  fure  my  father 
Has  heard  the  fecret  ftory  of  our  nuptials,    \afide.' 

Demo.  Thou  darTt  not  fpeak,  and  this  refpedlful 
iilence 
Perfuades  m«  to  fulfill  thy  utmoft  wifhes. 
I  own  at  firft  I  doubted  on  the  choice. 
Nay  felt  relu6lance  to  confent  to  ties 
My  nature  feem'd  to  abhor ;  the  father's  enmity 
Rofe  in  my  mind,  and  made  me  hate  the  daughter 
At  length  my  fole  defire  to  fee  thee  happy 
Prevail'd  o'er  all. 

Timan.  I  can  no  longer  doubt.  [afide. 

Demo  • 
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Demo.  What  palHons,  my  Timanthes,  can  con- 
trol 
'    A  father's  fondnefs  pleading  for  his  fon  ? 

Timan.  O  royal  fir  !  you  give  me  life  unhop'd  ; 
This  goodnefs  molts  me — let  me  feek  my  bride 
And  bring  her  to  your  prefence. 

Demo.  Stav Cherinthus, 

Thy  younger  brother,  fhall  conduct;  her  to  me. 

Timan.  Heavens !  what  unlook'd-for  happinefs 
is  this  !  [aftde. 

Demo.  A  mefTenger,  difpatch'd  by  my  command, 
Waits  her  arrival  at  the  port 

Timan.  The  port ! 

Demo.  Who  when  th'  expelled  fhip  appears  in 
fight, 
"VVill  give  us  tidings  fi:rait. 

Timan.  What  fhip,  my  lord  ? 

Demo.  The  fhip  that  from  the  fhores  of  Phrygia 
brings 

The  fair  Creufa  to  thy  nuptial  bed. 

Timan.  O  Gods !  •  [aftde. 

Demo.  I  know  thou  think'ft  it  flrange,  Timan- 
thes : 
Xhe  hate,  devolving  from  the  fire  to  fon, 
Between  our  race,  might  feem  to  exclude  the  hope 
Of  fuch  alliance  :  but  the  princefs  brings 

A  kingdom's 
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A  kingdom's.'  dowery  with  her  love,  herfelf 
The  only  oiFspring  of  an  aged  king. 

Timatu  My  lord — I  hop'd — O,  fatal,  fatal  error ! 

•  ';  ."*         \ajide. 
Demo.  There  is  no  other  partner  for  thy  bed, 
Unlefs  a  fubje6l  born — 

T'lmart,  And  what  imports  it, 
A  fubje6l  or  a  princefs  ? 

Demo,  No,  my  fon. 
The  fhades  of  our  great  anceftors  would  blufh 
To  fee  their  race  demean'd  ;  from  them  we  hold 
The  ftatute,  that  condemns  to  death  the  maid, 
•Who,  born  a  fubje6l,  dares  to  join  in  marriage 
With  one  of  royal  blood ;  and  while  I  reign, 
I'm  guardian  of  the  law,  and  will  inforce  it 
Even  with  fevereft  rigour. 

Timan.  Sacred  lir • 

SCENE    V. 

Enter  Adrastus. 

Adraf.    The   Phrygian  fhips,    my  lord,   have 
gain'd  the  port. 

Demo.  Then  go,  Timanthes,  hafte  to  meet  thy 
bride. 

Timan,  Who,  I,  my  lord  ? 

^        Demo.  Yes,  thou,  my  fon ;  myfelf 

Would 
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Would  with  thee  thither,  but  the  mournful  rites 
Of  facrifice  demand  me  at  the  temple. 

T'tman.  Yet  ftay  and  hear  me,  fir • 

Demo.  What  would'il;  thou  ?  Speak. 

Tlnian.  Hear  me  confefs but  whither  am  I 

driven  ? 
Yet  let  me  alk  you — O  my  tortur'd  foul ! 
O  lir  !  the  facrifice  ! — the  law — ^my  wife  ! 
O  direful  law  !  O  moll  unhappy  bride  ! 
O  cruel  facrifice  and  fatal  chance. 

Demo.  No  more 1  cannot  now  prolong  the 

time. 
The  terms  are  fettled,  prince,  my  promife  given  : 
A  monarch's  word  is  facred,  he  who  rules 
Muft  guard  his  faith  unftain'd ;  and  oft  we  find 
Virtue  the  offspring  of  neceflity. 

By  this,  in  arms  the  warrior  fleeps. 
The  failor  fings  amid  the  deeps  ; 

And  death  we  view  without  affright. 
The  timorous  beafts  that  fly  the  foe, 
Can  flrength  afTume,  and  boldnefs  fhow. 

When  by  neceffity  they  fight,  \Ex\i . 
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TiMANTHES  alone. 

What  guilt  has  Dirce  known,  malignant  liars ! 
That  thus  you  join  to  heap  affli6lions  on  her  ? 
You,  who  were  prefent  at  the  blamelefs  union. 
Ye  powers !  prote6l  the  love  yourfelves  infpir'd. 
This  ftroke  has  chill'd  my  heart,  and  all  in  vain 
I  ilrive  to  call  my  wandering  fpirits  home. 

I  fondly  hop'd  to  reach  the  Ihore, 

And  hear  the  winds  no  longer  roar ; 

But  find  my  haplefs  bark  again 

Expos' d  amid  the  ftormy  main. 

And  while  from  one  my  vefTel  flies. 

Another  rock  my  fate  fupplies : 

In  vain,  alas !  the  firlt  is  paft. 

When  greater  perils  wait  the  laft  I         \Exit, 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E,    VII.  • 

A  fea  port  finely  decorated  for  the  arrival  of  the 
■princefs  of  'Phrygia.     A  view  of  feveral  Jhip^ 

'  from  the  vioji  magnificent  of  -which  Creusa  and 
CherinthuSj  accompanied  by  a  numerous  train, 
difcmhark  to  the  found  of  various  harharoiis  in- 
'ftruments, 

Creusa,  Cherinthus. 

Cr^w.-What  means  this  fadnefs,  prince,   that 
hangs  upon  you  ? 
Why  are  you  penfive  thus  ?  with  filent  gaze 
You  look  and  ligh  ;  and  if  with  friendly  fpeech 
I  urge  your  converfe,  when  you  feem  prepar'd 
To  tell  me  much,  your  faltering  tongue  is  mute. 
Where  is  your  wonted  cheerfulnefs,  the  grace 
That  feafon'd  your  difcourfe  ?  Are  you  in  Thrace 
The  fame  Cherinthus  that  I  knew  in  Phrygia  ? 
Or  is  it  thus,  with  melancholy  looks, 
You  Thracians  to  her  lord  conduct  a  bride  ? 
Is  this  the  omen  of  my  future  nuptials  ? 

Cher.  If  my  affli(9:ions  bear  a  fad  prefage. 
On  me,  fair  princefs,  every  evil  fall : 
My  ftars  can  little  add  to  griefs  like  mine  ; 
Nor  breathes  a  wretch  fo  hopelefs  as  Cherinthus ! 

Creu.  Am  I  unworthy  to  be  told  your  forrows. 

That 
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Thai  thus  you  flight  my  counfel  and  afliftance  ? 
Cher.  Muft  I  then  fpeak  ?  I  will,  I  will  obey 

From  the  firfl  moment — from  that  fatal  day — "^^ 

Alas !  I  dare  no  more — forgive  my  iilence  :'•'*■ 
•  ■   .     .  If 

My  fpeech  I  fear  would  but  mcite  your  anger. 

Creu.  Your  diffidence  already  has  deferv'd  it ; 
'Tis  true  1  am  a  woman,  and  your  fecret 
Were  ill  confided  to  a  female  breaft  : 
I  urge  no  further — lead  me  to  the  palace. 

Cher.  O  Heavens !  yet  ftay : — be  calm  and  I 
will  fpeak : 
'Tis  thou  alone  haft  robb'd  me  of  my  peace  : 
I  gaze  with  rapture  on  thy  matchlefs  charms ;     v 
I  know  my  love  is  vain,  and  know  that  death  jf 
Alone  can  fix  a  period  to  my  fufferings : 
Princefs,  behold  the  caufe 

Creu.  What  means  tliis  boldnefs  ? 

Cher.  I  knew  too  well  I  fliould  offend 

Creu.  Cherinthus ; 
From  thee  at  leaft  I  hop'd  for  more  refpe6i:. 

Cher.  The  faults  of  love 

Creu.  Forbear ;  I'll  hear  no  more.  [^g'^'^^^g' 

Cher.  Since  you've  compell'd  me  to  reveal  my 
crime,  .  * 

Vouch  fafe  to  hear  th'  excufe. 

Creu.  What  canft  thou  fay  ? 

2  Chee. 
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Cher.  That  though  I  love  thee,  I  deferve  thy 
pity : 
If  there's  a  crime,  Demophoon  is  the  guilty. 
My  father  fhould  have  found  fome  other  hand 
To  bring  thee  to  Timanthes :  Ihall  he  wonder. 
Who  thoughtlefs  ventures  fuel  near  the  fire. 
If  flames  are  kindled  ?  Thou  haft  charms,  and  I 
Have  eyes  to  view  :  I  faw,  admir'd  and  lov'd  : 
Each  day  beheld  me  near  thee,  while  the  name 
Of  kinfman  gave  a  licenfe  to  my  tongue. 
Nor  did  this  name  alone  deceive  the  world, 
I  was  deceived  myfelf :  that  love  which  made 
Me  figh  for  ever  for  Creufa's  prefence, 
Appear'd  but  duty  :  and  a  thoufand  times 
I  thought  to  paint  the  afFedlions  of  a  brother. 
While  my  too  eager  fpeech  betray'd  my  own. 

Creu.  Alas !  too  plain  I  faw  it  all [afide.'\ 

Such  boldnefs. 
So  unexpected,  ftrikes  me  dumb  with  wonder. 

Cher.  And  yet  fometimes  I  felt  a  flattering  hope 
That  fecret  fympathy  infpir'd  our  fouls. 
Methoughl  I  oft  obferv'd  a  tender  figh 
Steal  from  thy  breaft,  view'd  in  thy  eyes  a  foftnefs 
That  feem'd  much  more  than  friendfhip . 

Creu.  Hold,  Cherinthus : 
Thou  dofi  begin  to  abufe  my  eafy  nature  : 
But  let  me  hear  thee  fpeak  no  more  of  love. 

Cher.  What  can  this  mean  ? 

Creu, 
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Creu.  Attend,  and  mark  me  well : 
If  from  this  hour  thou  doft  not  learn  a  converfe 
More  fuited  to  our  ftate,  no  longer  dare 
Appear  before  me — ^now,  thou  know'll  my  meaning. 

Cher.  Ungrateful !  yes,  thy  cruel  will 

I  fee  requires  my  life, 
This  hand  fhall  then  thy  wifh  fulfill 

And  death  conclude  the  flrife. 

But  when  I'm  dead,  review,  though  late. 

The  caufe  for  which  I  fell ; 
And  own  I  found  too  hard  a  fate, 

For  loving  thee  fo  well.  \_S^^*^^* 

Creu.  But  whither  go'fl  thou  ? — flay. 

Cher.  Forbear — my  prefence 
Too  much  offends  you. 

Creu.  Hear  me. 

Cher.  By  my  ftay 
I  fhould  infult  your  patience. 

Creu.  Say,  Cherinthus, 
At  whofe  command  doft  thou  depart  ? 

Cher.  Too  well 
I  underfland  thee,  though  thou  fpeakTt  it  not, 

Creu.  Ah  I  prince  !  how  ill  thou  know'fl  mc ; 
from  that  hour — 
O  Heavens ! 

Cher.  Go  on 

1  Crt'ii. 
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Creu.  From  that  ill-fated  hour 

What  am  I  faying  ! — leave  me  if  thou  wilt. 

Cher.  Inhuman  princefs !  yes,  I  will  depart  \ 
And  yet  perhaps — But  fee,  my  brother  comes !  -  "- 

SCENE    VIII. 

Enier  Timanthes  in  hajie. 

Tirnan.   Cherinthus,  fay,  is  this  the  Phrj^gian 
princefs  ? 

Cher.  It  is. 

Timati.  I  would  converfe  in  private  with  her ; 
Vouchfafe  a  moment  to  retire  apart. 

Cher.  I  fliall  obey — O  torture  !      \afide,  retires. 

Creu.  Sir  !  my  lord  ! 

Ttman.  Imperial  virgin  !  we  are  both  in  danger : 
And  thou  alone  canft,  if  thou  wilt,  preferve 
Creufa's  glory  and  Timanthes'  life. 

Creu.  What  has  befallen  ? 

Ttman.  Our  parents  have  decreed 
An  union  to  thyfelf  perhaps  ungrateful, 
By  me  unfought :  thy  regal  virtues,  princefs, 
Deferve  a  God  far  rather  than  Timanthes.        •■  "^ 
But  Fate  forbids  me  to  become  thy  hufband ; 
There  is  a  bar  which  nothing  can  furmount ; 
My  father  knows  it  not,  nor  can  I  fpeak  it :         > 
*Tis  yours  to  avert  the  fhame  of  a  refufal : 

Prevent 
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Prevent — refufe  me  firft — fay,  I'm  difpleafing — 
Enlarge  my  faults,  fay  all  thou  wilt,  defpife  me ; 
And  by  this  only  means  our  fate  has  left  us. 
At  once  preferve  thy  fame,  my  peace  and  life. 

Creu.  Indeed  ! 

.  Timan.  I  can  no  longer  llay :  my  brother. 
Do  thou  condu6l  the  princefs  to  the  palace. 

Creu.  Tell  me  at  kail 

Timan.  Already  have  I  told 
Whate'er  my  bread  conceal' d — refledl — farewell ! 

\Extt, 

SCENE    IX. 

Cherinthus,  Creusa. 

Creu.  Gods !  to  Creufa,  to  the  royal  heir 

Of  Phrygia's  fceptre  this  affront ! Cherinthus, 

Haft  thou  a  heart  ? 

Cher.  I  had ;  but  thou,  fair  princefs. 
Haft  now  depriv'd  me  of  it. 

Creu.  If  thou  lov'ft  me. 
Avenge  my  injur'd  honour  :  all  I  have. 
My  heart,  my  hand,  my  bed,  my  throne  are  thine  : 
I  fhall  not  fet  a  bound  to  my  reward. 

Cher.  What  canft  thou  alk  ? 

Creu.  The  blood  of  bold  Timanthes. 

Cher.  My  brother  ! 

VOL.  II.  H  Creu, 
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Creu.  Art  thou  pale  ?  Go,  coward  wretch  ! 
I'll  find  fome  other  will  deferve  my  love. 

Cher.  Yet  hear  me,  princefs ! 

Creu.  Peace  ;  I'll  hear  no  more  : 
I  fee  your  mutual  purpofe  to  betray  me. 

Cher.    Canft  thou   fo   far  diflruft  my  faithful 
pallion  ? 

Creu.  1  fcorn  thy  paflion  whether  falfe  or  true. 

The  afFeclion  of  a  timorous  lover 

Ever  fhall  my  foul  defpife. 
In  whofe  breaft  we  ne'er  difcover 

Generous  fparks  of  valour  rife ; 

Who,  to  glorious  deeds  a  ftranger. 
Fears  in  fight  his  fword  to  prove  ; 

Only  bold,  when  far  from  danger. 

He  can  fafely  talk  of  love.  [^Exif. 

S  C  E  N  E    X. 

Cherinthus  alone. 

Yc  powers !  what  means  this  florm  !  How  could 
Timanthes 

Excite  her  anger  thus  ? ^To  bid  me  fleep 

This  hand  in  brother's  blood  !  the  thought  alone 

Chills  me  with  horror  ! with  what  fix'd  refent-  • 

ment. 
And  pride  fhe  fpoke  !  yet  even  her  rage  can  pleafe  ; 

I  find 
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I  find  flill  fomething  claim  my  admiration, 
And  foften  every  paffion  into  love* 

Beauty  bears  eternal  arms 

In  that  dear,  that  lovely  face  i 

Anger  gives  it  ftronger  charms  j 
Pit}'  gives  it  fofter  grace* 

•      When  Hie  fmiles,  from  ocean's  ftream^ 
Heavenly  Venus  feems  to  rife  : 
When  fhe  frowns,  I  furely  deem 

Pallas  lighted  from  the  Ikies*  [_Exih 

S  C  E  N  E    XL 

Mathusius  in  hajie^  ivith  Dirce  hy  the  hdtid. 

Dir.  Ah  !  whither,  whither  muft  I  go,  my  lord  ? 

Mat.   Far  hence,  remote  to  Lybia's  inrtioll  de- 
ferts. 
To  wild  Hircania's  woods,  or  Scythia's  rocks ; 
Or  to  fome  land  unknown,  Sy  diftant  feas 
Divided  from  the  abodes  of  human  kind. 

Dir.  Ah  me ! 

Mat.  Why,  fathers,  for  your  children's  fake^ 
Exert  your  anxious  care  ?  Behold  the  fruits ; 
See  what  refpedl  the  laws  of  nature  find* 

Dir.  Alas !  he  furely  knows  the  fatal  fecret ; 
Our  marriage  is  difcover'd  :  heavenly  powers  ! 

^Jide* 
H  »  Pity 
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Pity  mc,  fir ! 

Mat.  There  is  no  pity  leff. 
Nor  faith  ;  all,  all  is  loft  ! 

D'tr.  See  at  your  feet 

Mat.  What  wouldft  thou  ? 

Dir.  Here  I'll  weep  fuch  floods  of  tears — 

•     Mat.  Thy  fortune  calls  for  fomething  more  dmn 
tears. 

Dir.  Then  learn 

Mat.  Await  me  here  ;  I  fly  with  fpeed 
To  feek  fome  vefl^l  to  tranfport  us  hence.    [Exit. 

SCENE    XII. 

Dirge  alone. 

Ah  !  to  what  region  muft  I  now  be  led 
To  end  my  wretched  life  !  my  child  !  my  child  ! 
Poor  innocent !  and  you,  my  much-lov'd  lord, 
O  Gods !  what  torture*  to  forfake  you  thus 
Without  one  parting  look  ! 

SCENE    XIII. 

Enter  Timanthes. 

Timan.  My  life  !  my  Dirce  ! 
And  have  I  found  thee  then  ?        •    .     . 

Dir.  My  dearell  lord  I 

■  -  .,  Farewell, 
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Farewell,  farewell  for  ever  !  to  thy  care 
I  here  commend  my  child ;  for  me  embrace  him, 
Give  him  this  kifs,  and  when  his  ripening  age 
Can  feel  compaffion,  tell  him  all  my  fufterings. 

Timan.  What  fays  my  love  ?  Thou  mak'ft  my 
blood  run  cold — 

Dir.  Alas  !  our  union  is  no  more  a  fecret ; 
My  father  knows  it  all,  and  wild  with  rage 
Will  bear  me  diftant  hence ;  I  know  him  well. 
There  is  no  hope  remains. 

Timan.  Be  comforted, 
Compofe  thy  troubled  breaft,  my  love,  my  wife. 
Thou  haft  thy  hufband  with  thee. 

SCENE    XIV.        - 

Enter  Mathusius  in  hafte. 

Mat.  Dirce,  fly. 
Let  us  be  gone. 

Thnan.  Dirce  muft  not  depart. 

Mat.  And  who  forbids  it  ? 

Timan.  That  Ihall  I. 

J^Iat.  Indeed  ! 

Dir.  O  Heaven ! 

Mat.  This  fword  ihall  guard  a  father's  right. 

S^dra'ucs. 

Timan, 
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Thnan.   And  this  fhall  vindicate  the  rights  I 
claim.  \^ra'ws, 

Dir,  Ah  !  prince  !   what  would'ft  thou  do  ?— » 
O  hold,  my  father  ! 

Mat.  Impious !  to  oppofe  me  when  I  feck  to  favc 
A  guiltlefs  maid  from  cruel  fa^rifice, 

,     Dir.  O  Gods ! 

Timan.  But  thus-r- — - 

Dir.  O  peace  :  I  was  deceiv'd ;  ' 

All  y^t  is  fecret-r- — -  \afide  to  Timanthes. 

Mat.  Canfl  thou  then  defire 
To  fee  her  perifh  ? 

Dir.  My  unguarded  terror 
Had  near  betray'd  me.  \j{fide. 

Timan.  Pardon,  fir,  this  raflmefs ; 
Appearance  has  mifled  me  ;  I  beheld 
Thy  angry  gellures,  faw  her  ftreaming  tears, 
I  had  no  time  for  thought,  but  deem'd  it  piety 
To  fave  her  from  thy  rage. 

•    Mat.  Obftrudl  not  therefore 

Our  purpos'd  flight :  if  longer  Dirce  ftays, 

She  mull  be  made  the  vidim. 

pir.  Heavenly  powers ! 

Timan.  Has  then  her  name  been  drawn  ? 

Mat.  No,  but  thy  father 
Has  moll  unjullly  doom'd  her  guiltlefs  life. 

Without 
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Without  the  fentence  of  the  fatal  urn. 

Timan.    Why   fhould  his   anger   kindle   thus 
againfl  tliee  ? 

Mat    To  punifh  me  becaufe  I  dudl  attempt 
To  exclude  my  daughter  from  the  lots  of  death  : 
Becaufe  I  durft  produce  his  own  example ; 
Becaufe  the  ftruggles  of  a  father's  fears 
Made  me  forget  the  fubjedt. 

Dir.  Mighty  powers ! 
All  has  confpir'd  to  haften  my  deftru6lion. 

Timan.  Doubt  not,  Mathulius :  nor  believe  the 
•king 
Can  prove  fo  cruel ;  though  his  rage  at  firll 
Bears  all  before  it,  cooler  reafon  foon         ■   \ 
Succeeds  and  foftens  all. 

SCENE    XV.  ^ 

Enter  Adrastus  ivith  Guards. 

Adraf,  Guards !  feize  on  Diice. 

\_  guards  furround  her. 

Mat,  Did  I  not  tell  thee,  prince  ? 
Timan.  What  means  this  violence  ? 
Dir.  O  me  unhappy  ! 
Timan.  For  what  caufe  is  Dirce 
Secur'd  a  prifoner  ? 

Adraf.  'Tis  the  king's  command ; 

2  '  Condu(a 
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Condu6l  her  hence. 

Dir.  Ah  !  whither  ? 

Adraf.  Haplefs  maid. 

Spon  ihalt  thou  know. 

Dir.  O  prince  ! — my  father,  help — 

— 

Have  pity  on  me. 

Timan.  No  ;  it  ne'er  Ihall  be 

draws,. 

Mat.  Shall  I  permit 

draws. 

Adraf.  If  either  dare  approach, 
Behold  I  plunge  this  poniard  in  her  breaft. 

'     Timan.  Impious  ! 

Mat.  Unfeeling  wretch  I 

Adraf.  The  royal  mandate 
^hall  juftify  my  deeds. 

Dir.  Ah  then 

Adraf.  Difpatch  ; 
For,  Dirce,  all  thy  fond  complaints  are  vain. 

Dir.  I  come.  \_K^'^^^' 

*  >•  Barbarian  !    [going  to  attack  Adraftus. 

Adraf.  Hold.  [alout  to  frike. 

Timan. 


'an.l    ^  ^ 


,    ^ ,,  inhuman  ! 

Mat. 


Dir 
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Dir.  Forgive — my  father—  O  my  heart  1 
Remember^,  prince  ! — thus,  thus  to  part ! 
Since  I  mull  die,  'twere  fome  reUef, 
In  words  at  lealt  to  vent  my  grief : 
Why  fhould  I  now  fuch  woe  fuftain. 
Yet  Fate  forbid  me  to  complain  ? 
O  fay,  ye  powers !  what  crime  unknown. 
Has  drawn  on  me  your  vengeance  down  ? 

[Exit  with  Adraftus,  guarded, 

SCENE    XVI. 

TiMANTHES,    MaTHUSIUS. 

Timan.  O  give  me  counfel,  Gods ! 

Mat.  Earth  opens  not. 
Nor  hghtnings  fly  to  punifh  fuch  jnjuflice ; 
And  fhall  we  fay  Jove  watches  q'er  mankind  ? 

Timan.  Let  us  not  wafte,  my  friend,  thefe  pre- 
cious moments ; 
Go  and  obferve  where  Dirce  is  conducted, 
Myfelf,  meantime,  will  hafl:e  to  appeafe  my  father. 

Mat.  I  have  no  comfort  left. 

Timan.  O  Heavens !  delay  not. 
For  fhould  the  king's  refentment  ftill  continue. 
Some  other  means  fliall  fave  her. 

Mat.  Generous  prince  ! 
Thy  virtues  might  deferve  a  better  father. 

,  [mihraces  him. — Exit. 

Timan, 
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Tman.  Unlefs  the  Gods  affiflance  lend, 
And  hope  and  fortitude  beflow, 

I  feel  my  conftancy  will  bend 
Unequal  to  its  weight  of  woe  ! 

To  fee  my  lov'd,  my  trembling  bride. 
Thus  lorn  relu6lant  from  my  lide. 

To  cruel  death  decreed  ! 
To  hear  her  mourn,  yet  mourn  in  vain  : 
Ye  powers  !  what  anguifh  I  fuftain  ! 

JIow  does  my  bofom  bleed  !  [Exit. 


END   eP   THE   FIRST   ACT. 
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A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

^  private  apartment » 
Demofhoon,  Creusa. 

Demo.  Afk  what  thou  wilt,   and  aik  without 
conftraint, 
I  can  this  day  refufe  Creufa  nothing. 
Yet  fpeak  not  in  behalf  of  Dirce  ;  no. 
Her  father  fhall  behold  her  die  :  the  wretch 
Has  dar'd  to  infult  the  majefty  of  kings : 
Even  in  my  prefence,  'midft  the  vulgar  herd. 
He  fow'd  feditious  rumours,  nay  oppos'd 
Our  high  decree,  and  durft  compare  himfelf 
To  me  his  fovereign — I'll  no  longer  reign. 
If  infolence  like  this  muft  pafs  unpunifh'd. 

Creu.  I  come  not,  fir,  to  plead  another's  caufe  ; 
I  know  full  well  your  purpofe  :  my  demands 
Are  for  myf^lf  alone. 

Demo.  What  would'ft  thou  feek  ? 

Creu.  Let  me  return  to  Phrygia  :  your  permiflion 
Is  wanting  that  the  fhips  may  quit  the  port. 
Grant  my  requeft :  you  cannot,  fure,  refufe  me ; 
Unlefs  Creufa  comes,  as  much  fhe  fears. 
To  be  a  Have,  and  not  partake  a  throne. 

f)emo.  What  fay'ft  thou,  princefs  ?  what  fuf- 
^  piciojis  fill 

Thy 
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Thy  breaft  ?  what  pailion  dictates  to  thy  tongue  ? 
Wilt  thou  depart,  and  leave  the  prince^  forego 
The  promis'd  nuptials  ? 

Creu.  For  Timanthes,  fir, 
Creufa  boafts  no  charms ;  a  mortal  beauty 
Mufl  never  hope  to  win  him — for  himfelf — 
But  this  imports  not  me — I  would  be  gone — 
Have  I  your  leave,  my  lord  ? 

Demo.  Thou  art  thyfelf 
The  miflrefs  of  thy  adions  :  think  not,  princcfs. 
Unwilling  I'd  detain  thee  :  yet,  permit  me. 
To  fay  I  hop'd  far  other  from  Creufa. 

Creu.  I  know  not  which  mofl  juftly  may  com- 
plain :  tj:  ,; 
The  prince  indeed — no  more— to  fum  up  all — 
Let  me  depart 

Demo.  But  hail  thou  feen  my  fon  ? 

Creic.  I  have. 

Demo.  And  did  he  fpeak  to  thee  ? 

Creu.  He  did  : 
Would  he  had  never  fpoken  ! 

Demo.  Ha  !  what  faid  he  ? 

Creu.  Excufe  me,  fir,  let  this  fuffice-.- 

Demo.  Creufa, 
I  underftand  thee  ;  thou  hafi:  found  the  prince 
Rough  in  addrefs,  unfkill'd  in  courtly  phrafe. 
Perchance  he  gave  thee  but  a  cold  reception, 

3  '  I  can 
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I  can  forgive  thy  anger.     Born  in  Phrj^gia, 
Nurtur'd  in  all  the  foftnefs  of  thy  country, 
A  Thracian's  manners  muft  be  harfh  to  thee  : 
Wonder  not  then  if  fuch  Timanthes  feem  :    >- 
Bred  up  in  arms,  the  foul's  more  tender  paffions 
To  him  are  yet  unknown  :  be  thine  the  glory 
To  inftrucl  him  in  the  myileries  of  love. 
Thine  be  the  eafy  talk ;  for,  O  Creufa  ! 
What  power  relides  not  in  a  face  fo  charming, 
And  eyes  that  fparkle  with  fuch  heavenly  fire  ? 
What  bread,  infpir'd  by  thee,  but  foon  muft  learn  ? 

Creu.  Refledl  it  ill  befits  with  my  condition,  . 
To  ftand  expos'd  to  a  refufal. 

Demo.  How  ! 
Refufal  ?  wherefore  fhould'ft  thou  fear  it,  princefs  ? 

Creu.  Who  knows  th'  event  ? 

Demo.  This  day  my  fon  fhall  give 
To  thee  his  hand,  if  thou  wilt  deign  to  accept  it. 
I  plight  the  faith  and  honour  of  a  king ; 
And  fhould  he  dare  to  difobey  my  will — . — 
A  father's  juft  refentment — but  no  more — 
It  cannot  be — I  am  alarm'd  too  foon. 

Creu.  Yes,  let  him  force  Timanthes  to  confent, 
That  fo  I  may  refufe  him.  [ajide.~\ — Well,  my  lord, 
I  take  your  word — be  thine  the  care — but  if^^ — 

Demo.  Enough  ;  to  me  fecurely  truft  thy  honour. 

Creu, 
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Creu.  You  know  what  fuits  Creufa's  name. 
And  what  befeems  my  high  degree  : 

Refledt,  nor  let  a  thought  of  blame, 
Whate'er  the  event,  be  caft  on  me. 

As  king  and  father  here  you  ftand. 

Remember  what  thofe  words  comprife  ; 

It  fits  the  father  to  command, 

It  fits  the  monarch  to  chaftife.  [ExU. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Demophoon  alone. 

What  arrogance  is  this — as  if — but  yet 
Her  rank,  her  fex,  her  youth  may  plead  her  pardon  ; 
And  fure  Timanthes  has  but  ill  receiv'd  her. 
I  muft  rebuke  him,  teach  him  better  thoughts^ 
To  change  his  coldnefs  and  aflume  the  lover. 
Go — call  Timanthes  to  me — but  he  comes. 

SCENE    III. 

E7iier  Timanthes. 

Tinian,  My  king  !  my  father  !  pity,  grace  and 
pardon ! 

Demo.  For  whom  doft  thou  entreat  ? 

Tinian.  The  unhappy  daughter 
Of  poor  Mathufius. 

Demo, 
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Demo.  'Tis  already  done ; 
Her  doom  is  fix'd ;  the  fentence  that  has  pafs'd 
A  monarch's  Hps,  is  not  to  be  revok'd. 
Repentance  fprings  from  error ;  but  a  king 
Who  errs  not,  never  can  repent. 

T'tman.  On  earth 
The  Grods  are  worfhipp'd,  as  they  bend  their  ear 
To  mortal  vows :  but  Fate,  the  greateft  power, 
Againft  whofe  dread  decree  no  prayers  avail. 
Finds  none  to  raife  an  altar  or  a  temple 
To  his  divinity. 

Demo.  And  know'll  thou  not 
That  Fear's  the  ftrongeft  guardian  of  the  throne  ? 

Timan.  Ill  to  be  trufted. 

Demo.  Him  refpedl  fucceeds. 
His  rightful  offspring. 

Timan.  Doubtful  as  the  parent. 
Demo.  Soon  will  it  grow  to  love. 
Timan.  But  love  diffembled. 

Demo.  Time  will  inlb"u6l  thee  what  thou  yet 
muft  learn ; 
But  let  us  change  the  fubje6l — ^Tell  me,  fon. 
What  haft  thou  done  to  offend  the  Phrygian  princefs, 
Whofe  hand  this  day  fhould  join  to  thee  in  marriage? 

Timan.   I  feel  fuch  ftron^  repugnance  to  the 
union, 
I  fear  my  beft  refolves  can  ne*er  furmount  it. 

Demo, 
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Demo.  And  yet  thou  muH 

Timan.  Of  this  we'll  fpeak  hereafter. 
For  Dirce  now  behold  me  at  your  feet ;      [kfieels, 

0  !  grant,  my  lord,  grant  to  your  fon's  requeft 
Her  guiltlefs  life  ! 

T)emo.  Doll  thou  prefume  agairt 
To  name  her  ?  If  thou  valucft  aught  my  love. 
Forego  this  enterprife. 

T'lman.  My  deareft  father  ! 

1  cannot  now  obey  you O  !  if  ever 

I  have  deferv'd  a  parent's  tendernefs : 

If  with  a  bofom  mark'd  with  honeft  wounds, 
I  have  return'd  a  conqueror  to  your  arms  : 
If  e'er  my  triumphs  in  the  glorious  field. 
The  timely  fruits  of  your  auguft  example. 
Have  drawn  the  tear  of  pleafure  from  your  eyes ; 
Reverfe  the  doom  of  Dirce  :  loft,  unhappy. 
She  has  no  friend  but  me  to  plead  her  cailfe ; 
Caft  off  by  all,  \\zi  hope's  in  rjie  alone  ! 

0  Heaven  !  'twere  moft  inhuman  to  behold  her. 
In  early  bloom  of  years,  who  never  knew 

The  name  of  guilt,  ftretch'd  on  the  fatal  altar 
In  agonizing  fuffering,  to  behold 
The  life-warm  blood  gufh  from  her  tender  breaft ; 
To  hear  the  laft  fad  accents  from  her  lips ; 
To  mark  her  dying  eyes — but,  thou  art  pale  ! 
Why  look'ft  thou  thus  upon  me  ? — O  my  father ! 

1  know,  I  know  the  gracious  ligns  of  pity : 

Do 
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Do  not  repent,  my  lord,  indulge  it  ftill ; 

For  never  will  I  quit  thefe  facred  feet,        [^kneels, 

'Till  thou  haft  given  the  word  to  pardon  Dirce. 

Demo.  Rife,  prince  ! — Almighty  powers  !  What 
muft  I  think 
That  with  fuch  tendernefs  thou  dwell'll  upon  her  ? 
What  mean  thefe  ftarts  of  fome  myfterious  paffion  ! 
And  can  it  be  thou  lov'ft  her  ? 

Timan.  'Tis  in  vain 
I  feek  to  hide  it  longer. 

Demo.  Now  full  well 
I  fee  what  caus'd  thy  coldnefs  to  Creufa : 
And  what  would'ft  thou  intend  ?   For  canft  thou 

hope 
I'll  e'er  confent  to  join  thee  to  a  fubjedl  ? 
Refledl  that  fecret  nuptials — O  !  if  once 
I  could  fufpe6l  it 

Timan.  What  miftruft  is  this  ? 
I  fwear  to  all  the  Gods  I'll  ne'er  efpoufe  her : 
I  do  not  alk  it :  give  her  but  to  live. 
But  if  your  will  is  fix'd,  and  fhe  muft  die, 
Belie^'«  me,  lir,  your  fon  will  perifh  too. 

Dq?io.  To  gain  our  purpofe  let  us  yield  a  little — 

[afiJe. 
Well  then,  fince  thou  wilt  have  it  fo,  thy  favourite 
Shall  live,  my  fon,  I  give  her  to  thy  prayers. 

Timan.  My  deareft  father  ! 

[attempts  to  ki/s  his  hand. 

VOL.  II,  I  Demo.' 
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Demo.  Hold — a  parent's  goodnefs 
Sure  merits  fome  return. 

Timan.  My  life  itfelf 


Demo.  No,  my  dear  fon,  I  afk  far  lefs  from  thee : 
Learn  to  refpe6t  my  choice  in  fair  Creufa, 
And  be  no  more  averfe  to  wed  the  princefs. 

Timan.  O  Heaven  ! 

Demo.  I  fee  it  pains  thee  ;  but  the  flruggle 
Thy  heart  endures,  adds  merit  to  obedience. 
Have  I  not  felt  compaffion  for  thy  weaknefs  ? 
Do  thou  preferve  my  honour  :  think,  Timanthes, 
How  will  the  breath  of  fame  traduce  thy  father. 
If  through  thy  fault  his  facred  faith  is  forfeit. 
Thou  canft  not  harbour  fuch  ingratitude  ; 
I  know  it  well — come  ;  let  us  to  the  temple. 
Thither  conduct  thy  bride,  and  there  before 
The  attefling  Gods,  at  once  my  fon  fulfil 
What  juftice  now  demands  from  thee  and  mc. 

Timan.  My  lord— I  cannot — 

Demo.  Prince  !  thou  yet  hail  heard 
The  father  only;  force  me  not  to  employ 
The  king's  authority. 

Timan.  Sacred  alike 
I  hold  the  dictates  of  the  king  and  father  : 
But  well  thou  know'ft,  love  cannot  be  compell'd.^ 

Demo.  Love  rules  the  nuptials  of  the  fubject 
only, 

A  greater 
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A  greater  power  mu£it  join  the  hands  of  princes : 
Their  choice  is  guided  by  the  pubHc  good. 

Timan.  If  fuch  a  price  mull  buy  the  good  of 
others — — * 

Demo.  No  more — I  am  weary,  prince^  of  fruit- 
lefs  talk  J 
This  teafon  may  fuffice — 'tis  my  command. 

Timan.  And  I  can  never 

Demo.  Ha  !  what  means  this  boldnefs  ? 
Doll  thou  not  know — — * 

Timan.  I  know  thou  wilt  chaftife  me* 

Demo.  Yes,  thou  (halt  feel  thy  punifhment  begin 
In  her  thou  lov'fi:,  thy  Dirce* 

Timan.  O  for  pity  ! 

Demo.  Away* 

Timan.  Yet  hear 

Demo.  I  have  heard  enough,  and  Dirce 
Shall  die  ;  her  doom  is  feal'd. 

Timan,  And  if  fhe  dies 

Demo.  Art  thou  not  gone  yet  ? 

Timan.  Yes  !  I  will  depart 

But  if  th'  event  fhould  prove— =— 

Demo.  Prefumptuous  boy  ! 
Gods !   doft  thou  threat  ? 

Timan.  I  know  not  when  I  fpeak 
In  prayers  or  threats,  reafon  by  flow  degrees 

I  2  Forfakes 
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Forfakes  her  feat — O  force  me  not,  my  father, 
To  paflion's  wild  extremes — I  here  proteft — 
ril  do — ^what  may  I  not ! — 

Demo.  Speak  out,  ingrate  ! 
What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

•  Tma7i.  All  that  defpair  can  prompt. 

WouldTt  thou  have  me  prudent  ftill ; 

WouldTt  thou  my  innocence  defend  ? 
'Tis  thine  to  rule  me  at  thy  will ; 

Ort  thee  my  future  deeds  depend. 

My  thoughts  no  longer  peace  can  find, 
While  £he,  whofe  danger  fills  my  mind, 

With  frenzy  fires  my  foul : 
My  paflions  lighten  from  my  eyes ; 
No  force  of  reafon  can  fuffice 

My  fury  to  control.  \Ex'it, 

SCENE    IV. 

Demophoon  alone. 

Muft  all  infult  me  thus  ?  yon'  haughty  princefs. 
My  daring  fubje^i,  and  rebellious  fon  ? 
'Tis  time  to  vindicate  my  flighted  power. 
Guards,  fee  that  Dirce  be  without  delay 
Led  to  the  facrifice  :  from  her  proceed 
My  fon's  prefumption,  and  her  father's  guilt : 
But  were  fhe  innocent,  fhe  muil  not  live ; 

The 
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The  kingdom's  weal  requires  Creufa's  nuptials ; 
And  thefe  Timanthes  never  will  complete 
Till  death  remove  his  Dirce.     When  the  ftate 
May  be  preferv'd,  'tis  juft  to  facrifice 
One  life,  tho'  guiltlefs,  for  the  general  good. 

Thus  the  fvvaln,  who  lops  away- 
Some  fuperfluous  flower  or  bough, 

Hopes  to  fee,  a  future  day,  , , 

The  plant  or  tree  more  lovely  grow, 

Senfe  and  reafon  mufl  beware 

One  more  favour'd  part  to  cherifh,     '  ' 

When  the  whole,  without  our  care. 

May  for  want  of  moillure  perifh.       [Exit. 

♦  S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Poriicoes, 

Mathvsius,  Timanthes. 

Mai.  Our  only  refuge  then 

Tman.  Yes,  deareft  friend. 
Our  only  refuge  is  in  flight :  the  king. 
So  far  from  yielding  to  my  carnefl:  prayers. 
Grew  more  incens'd  :  fly  then,  and  fly  this  inftant. 
Provide  a  fpeedy  bark,  therein  fecure 
Whate'er  thou  haft  of  choice  and  valued  treafure : 
And  where  amid  the  rocks  the  fea  breaks  in, 

2  Right 
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Right  of  the  port,  conceal'd  expe6l  me  :  there 
I'll  join  thee  foon  with  Dirce. 

Mat.  But  her  guards-- — 

Timan.  The  care  be  mine  to  elude  their  vigilance  \ 
I  know  a  fecret  path  that  to  her  prifon 
Can  lead  my  fteps :  O  hafte  !  for  time  negledled 
Will  punifh  thofe  who  flight  occafion  ofFer'd. 

Mat.  Some  friendly  power  its  aid  extends. 
Some  power  that  innocence  befriends. 

Has  on  thy  foul  thefe  thoughts  imprefl : 
Th'  example  of  thy  cruel  lire  ^.wi^r;  vuO 
Could  foft  compaffion  ne'er  infpire,  ">  '  " 
•       To  influence  thus  thy  generous  brekfl.  \Ex'it. 

S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

TiMANTHES  alone. 

Vaft  is  the  facrifice  I  make  to  love  : 
To  fly  to  poverty,  to  flnk  myfclf 
Even  to  the  humble  ftate  of  private  life  :, 
To  lofe  the  crown  and  my  paternal  wealth  :      , 
But  dearer  are  my  wife  and  fon  than  all.  , 

Each  other  o;ood  has  no  ijitrinflc  worth. 
Opinion  makes  it  great.- ..  The  tender  feelings 
Of  father,  hufl^and,  have  their  facred  fpring 
In  nature's  felf :  thefe  are  not  bred  by  cuftom. 
Or  early  thoughts  inftill'd  from  infant  years  : 
The  feeds  are  in  ourfelves,  are  v»'ith  us  born.  • 
'    '"'  Fly 
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Fly  then — delay  no  more — but  who  comes  here  ? 
Perchance  the  king— behold  the  guards  approach  j 

O  no  ! —and  yet  I  fee  the  holy  priefts. 

And  with  them  one  in  fnowy  vefture  clad. 
But,  ha  !  what  do  I  fee  !^ — Almighty  powers ! 
It  is  my  wife  ! 

SCENE    VII. 

Enter  Dirce,  in  white  veJlmentSy  crowned  with 
flowers,  Frtejis  and  Guards. 

Timan.  O  ft  ay  !  my  Dirce  I  fpeak. 
What  can  this  mean  ? 

Dir.  At  length  my  hour  is  come ;  **  - 

Thefe  eyes  muft  never,  never  fee  thee  more  ! 
O  prince  !   how  cruel  is  this  feparation  ! 

Timan.  And  does  my  father    '   - 

Dir.  'Tis  his  will  that  I 
This  inftant  fuifer.  ' 

Timan.  Never  whilft  I  live. —  [_^°^^g  f^  draw, 
Dir.  What  would'ft  thou  do,  my  lord. !  againft: 
fuch  numbers 

Thou  feek'ft  in  vain  to  fave  me,  but  mjift  njfh 

Thyfelf  on  certain  ruin. 

Timan.  True,  my  love, 
J'll  fcek  fome  better  way.  ^  \^go^^S* 

Diro  But  whither  goTt  thou  ? 

Timan* 
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Timan.  To  draw  together  all  the  friends  I  have ; 
Go  thou  in  peace  ;  I'll  reach  the  fane  before  thee. 

^Dir.  Yet  think — O  Heaven  ! — 

Timan.  There  is  no  room  for  thought : 
My  pity's  turn'd  to  fury :  tremble  all 
That  dare  oppofe  me  :  fliould  my  father's  felf — 
Myi/renzy  knows  no  bounds — let  fword  and  flames 
Deftfoy  the  palace,  temple,  priefts  and  Gods ! 

\Exit, 

SCENE    VIII. 

Dirge,  Priejis,  Guards. 

Dir.  O  flay  ! he  hears  me  not Eternal 

^         powers ! 
Preferve  his  life — for,  ah  !  fhould  he  be  loft. 
What  friendly  care  fhall  guard  our  orphan  fon ! 
The  pangs  of  terror  for  a  huiband's  danger 
Were  only  wanting  to  complete  my  woes  : 
Did  I  but  know  of  whom  to  implore  relief  I 

SCENE    IX. 

JSnUr  Creusa. 

Dir.  Ah  !  princefs !  ah  !  Creufa  !  grant  me  pity. 
Thou  canft  not  fure  refufe  a  dying  wretch. 
Who,  'midll  the  bittereft  grief,  eflays  to  move 
Thy  gentle  heart,  no  ftranger  to  compaffion. 

Creu, 
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Creii.  Who  art  thou?  Say,  what  would'ft  thoii  ? 

Dir.  Sure  my  fate 
Too  well  is  known  by  thee  :  my  name  is  Dirce ; 
I  go  to  die,  yet  guiltlefs  of  a  crime  : 
I  alk  no  pity  for  rnyfelf,  Creufa ; 
But  fave,  defend  the  poor  diftrefs'd  Timanthes : 
To  guard  my  life,  he  courts  his  own  deftru6lion. 
If  e'er  th'  entreaties  of  the  dying  move, 
,0  !  let  him  find  in  you  a  kind  protedlrefs  ! 
Appeafe  his  rage,  or,  O  !  procure  his  pardon 
,  For  all  the  frantic  deeds  of  rafh  defpair. 

Creu.  And  can  it  be,  that  on  the  verge  of  death_, 
Thou  feel'ft  fo  deeply  for  another's  welfare. 

Dir.  Enquire  no  further fate  decrees  him 

thine. 

Should  I,  alas !  thofe  ills  impart 
I've  long  been  doom'd  to  know. 

The  tale  would  break  thy  tender  heart 
With  fympathy  of  woe. 

But  thus  with  every  pang  oppreft. 

All  hopelefs  of  relief ; 
A  rock,  that  pity  ne'er  confefs'd. 

Might  foften  at  my  grief. 
[Exit  with  the  ^riejls  and  gitards  to  the  temple. 
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S  C  E  N  E    X. 

Creusa  alone. 

How  ftrong  a  power  has  beauty  !  If  the  charms 
Of  this  afflidled  thus  can  touch  my  heart, 
Well  may  Timanthes  (land  excus'd,  who  loves  her, 
I  fcarce  can  hold  from  tears.:  this  haplefs  pair    " 
With  faithful  paffion  love,  and  I'm  the  caufe 
Of  their  misfortunes — 'Uo — forbid  it,  Heaven  ! 
Some  means  fhall  yet  be  found 

SCENE     XI. 

Enfer  Cherinthus. 

Vreu.  Thou  com'ft,  Cherinthus, 
In  happy  time  to  affift  me. 

Cher.  Doll  thou,  princefs. 
Still  feek  my  brother's  blood  ? 

Creu.  No  ;  rage  infpir'd 
That  tliought,  and  with  my  rage  the  thought  is 

loft:  ' 

I  feek  his  prefervation.    Dirce  now 
Goes  to  be  facrific'd,  Timanthes  raves 
In  wild  defpair :  hafte  thou  to  calm  his  fury. 
While  I,  on  his  behalf,  entreat  the  king. 

Cher.  O  goodnefs  worthy  of  a  princely  mind  ! 
And  who  would  not  adore  thee,  fair  Creufa  ? 

Ah! 
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Ah  !  wert  thou  not  fo  cruel  to  Cherinthus  ! 

Creu.  How  haft  thou  found  Crdufa  cruel  to  thee? 
This  heart  is  different  far  from  what  thou  think'ft — 
Perhaps — but  gch — thou  would'ft  enquire  too  much, 

Cher.  Kind  ftars !  I  afk  not  if  ye  prove 

Still  malignant  to  my  ftate  ;  *  *•'  • 
'Tis  enough  that  fhe  I  love,    -"-"* 
"*'*'^  Gives  me  but  to  doubt  my  fate^. 

The  wretch  who,  long  inur'd  to  grief, 
Had  ne'er  one  happy  hour  to  prize ; 

'VV^hene'er  he  doubts,  receives  relief. 

For  hopes  begin  when  doubts  arife.  \Eixit. 

SCENE    XII.  ' 

Creu  s  A  alone. 

Could'ft  thou,  my  dear  Cherinthus,  know  what 
pain 
This  rigour,  that  offends  thee,  gives  Creufa, 
T  fhould  no^:  feem  the  tyrant  thou  haft  thought  me. 
'Tis  true  I  have  not  yet  efpous'd  Timanthes : 
The  change  is  eafy  ;  on  myfelf  alone 
Depends  the  choice — but  let  me  think — I  came ' 
To  wed  the  kingdom's  heir ;  and  fhall  I  yield 
To  live  a  fubje(9:  where  I  thought  to  reign  ? 
No,  virtue,  glory,  pride  forbid  fuch  weaknefs. 


\» 


Happy, 
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Happy,  happy  age  of  gold  ! 
Lovely  innocence  of  old. 
When  our  jpleafures  uncontroll'd. 

Ne'er  their  iToe^  in  virtue  found,    . 
Now  we  groan  beneath  the  weight 
Of  flavifh  forms  and  galling  ftate. 
While  ourfelves  our  pains  create. 

And  forge  the  chains  with  which  we're  bound. 

[Exi/. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    XIII. 

^he  te7}ipU  of  Apollo.  A  magnificent  flight  of 
fleps  afcending  to  the  ternple,  the  inftde  of  which 
is  difcovered  to  the  fpe6lators  heiwixt  the  pillars 
that  fupport  the  building.  The  altars  are  feen 
thrown  down,  the  fire  extinguijhed,  the  /acred 
vejfels  overturned^  the  garlands,  axes  and  other 
iriiplements  of  facrifice  fcattered  upon  the  ground  ; 
the  Priefis  flying,  the  royal  Guards  purfued  hj 
the  friends  of  Timanthes,  and  tumult  and  con- 
fufion  in  every  fart. 

TiMANTHES  appears  driving  fome  of  the  Guards 
down  the  fleps,  then  is  loft  behind  the  fcenes. 
DiRCE  from  the  top  of  the  fleps  calls  to  him  with 
the  uimoft  terror.  A  flight  Jkirmifli  enfues,  in 
which  the  friends  of  Timanthes  have  the  ad- 
vantage. The  combatants  being  gone  off,  Dirce, 
feeing  Timaxthes  again,  runs  down  from  the 
temple  to  flop  him. 

Dir.  O  !  all  ye  (acred  powers  of  Heaven  !  de- 
fend him  ! 
Hear  me,  Timanthes,  O  !  in  pity  hear  me — 

Timan.  Come,  come,  my  love,  thou  art  fafe. 

Dir.  Ah  me  !  Timanthes, 
What  hafl  thou  done  ? 

Timan. 
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T^'iman.  I've  done  but  as  I  ought. 

Dlr,  Unhappy  me  ! — Alas  !  my  lord,  thou  art 
wounded, 
O  Gods !  thou  art  all  o'er  blood. 

Thnan,  Be  not  difmay'd  ;. 
The  blood  thou  fee'ft  ne'er  iiTued  from  thefe  veins, 
'Tis  what  my  rage  from  other  breafts  has  drawn. 

Dlr.  Yet  look  !  [looking  out. 

Timan.  No  more,  my  life  !   compofe  thyfelf. 
Let  us  be  gone.  [takes  her  hand. 

Dir.  And  leave  our  fon  Olinthus  ? 
Where  muft  he  flay  ?  Shall  we  depart  without  him  ? 

Timan.  I  will  return  for  him  when  thou  art  in 
fafety. 

Dir.  Yet  ftay — for  yonder  I  behold  approaching 
The  royal  guards. 

Thnan.  'Tis  true  :  then  let  us  fly 
A  different  way — that  paflage  too  is  barr'd. 
Another  troop  draws  near. 

Dir.  Unhappy  Dirce  ! 

Timan.  Do  all  my  friends  forfake  me  ? 

[looking  round* 

Dir.  Cruel  fate  ! 
What  can  we  more  ? 

Timan.  This  fword  fhall  hew  thy  paflage  : 
Follow  me  ! —  [.S^'^^S^  meets  Demo* 

SCENE 
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.no 


'SCENE    XIV. 

Enter  Djemophoox,  /wV  fuoord  dra'wn,  Guards, 

Demo,  Fly  not Stay,  unworthy  fon  ! 

Timati.  My  father  !  are  you  here  againft  me  too ! 

Demo.  Perfidious  boy ! 

Tma7i.  Let  none  approach  the  vi6lim. 

Dir.  Yield,  prince,  think  of  thy  fafety. 

\a/ide  to  him. 

Demo.  No — forbear; 
Touch  him  not,  guards,  but  give  his  madnefs  way. 
And  let  us  fee  how  far  it  can  tranfport  him : 
Complete  thy  glorious  deeds,  here  in  this  breaft 
Plunge  deep  thy  fword ;  thou  canft  not  tremble, 

traitor. 
To  pierce  a  father,  when  thy  impious  rage 
Has,  in  their  temples,  dar'd  to  infult  the  Gods ! 

T'lman.  O  Heaven  ! 

Demo.   What  is't  withholds  thee  ?    Doll  thou 
paufe 
To  fee  this  weapon  ? — ^Thus  I  cafl  it  from  me. 
What  would'fl  thou  more  ?  Behold  I  offer  here 
Thy  greatell  foe  defencelefs  to  thy  rage. 
Now  glut  thy  fecret  hate,  let  me  be  punifli'4 
For  giving  birth  to  thee.     Thou  want'ft  but  little 
To  be  fupreme  in  wickednefs  ;  already 

6  -  Tti«ix 
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Thou  art  travell'd  far  :  it  but  remains  to  fteep 

Thy  daring  weapon  in  a  parent's  blood. 

And  give  thy  reeking  hand  to  her  thou  lov'fl:. 

Timan.  Enough,  enough,  my  father !  O  forbear  r 
Thefe  keen  reproaches  ftab  me  to  the  foul. 
Behold  this  guilty  weapon  at  your  feet. 
Behold  your  fon  offending  kneels  before  you. 
Take  from  him,  if  you  will,  this  wretched  life. 
But  fpeak  not  thus.     I  know  I  have  tranfgrefs'd. 
My  fault's  fo  great  I  dare  not  fue  for  pardon  : 
Yet  fure  the  bitter  fcourge  of  your  refentment 
Is  more  than  wretchednefs  like  mine  can  bear. 

Jb'ir.  Ill-fated  prince  !    What  doll  thou  feel  for 
*  .    me  ?  [ajide. 

Demo,  Had  I  not  proofs  fo  glaring  of  his  perfidy. 
He  would  feduce  me — but  I'll  hear  no  more. 
Yield,  rebel !  yield — fubmit  thy  impious  hands 
To  flavilh  manacles. 

Timan.  Where,  where,  my  friends, 

[to  the  guards. 
Where  are  your  chains  ?  Behold  thefe  ready  hands. 
For  never  fhall  the  fon  refufe  to  obey 
The  mandates  of  a'juft,  offended  father. 

Dir.  Alas !  my  fears  predi6led  but  too  true  ! 

[afide. 

Demo.  Lead  back  the  vi^lim  to  the  infulted  God, 
ye  holy  priefts,  and  flay  her  in  my  prefence. 

Timan* 
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Timan.   Alas !  my  life,   I  cannot  now  defencj 
thee.  \to  Dirce. 

T>ir.  How  many  deaths  this  day  mufl  I  endure  ?, 

Tman»  My  king  !  my  father  ! 

Demo.  Leave  me  ! 

Timan,  Yet  have  pity  \ 

Demo.  Thou  aik'ft  in  vain. 

Timan.  It  never  fhall  be  faid 
I  fufFer'd  Dirce  to  be  flain  before  mc ; 
At  leafi  defer  the  ftroke  :  hear,  reverend  pricfts  1 
My  father  hear  !  know  Dirce  ne'er  can  be 

The  vi<ftim  Heaven  requires- ^the  facrifice 

Would  prove  a  profanation. 

Demo,  Speak,  what  mean'ft  thou  ? 

Timan,  What  does  the  God  demand  ? 

D^fno.  A  virgin's  blood. 

Timan,   Then  Dirce  mull  not  here  be  led  to 
death, 
She's  wedded— fhe's  a  mother — flie's  my  wife. 

Demo.  Ha ! 

Diff  How  I  tremble  for  him  !  [afiJe* 

Denio,  Mighty  Gods ! 
What  do  I  hear !  ye  priefls,  fufpend  the  rites. 
Some  other  vidim  mud  be  found.    Are  thefe 
The  hopes  I  fondly  cherifh'd  ?  Impious  fon  ! 
Il€fpe(5l'ft  thou  thus  divine  and  human  laws  ? 

\Qh,  II,  K  ,        And 
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And  dofl  thou  comfort  thus  thy  father's  age  ? 

Dir.   Let  not  your  wrath,  my  lord,  be  turn'd 
•i  ..i:;;^-;;     on  him  : 

*Tis  I  am  guilty  :  thefe  unhappy  charms 
Caus'd  all  this  wretchednefs  :  'twas  I  who  ftudied 
Too  much  to  pleafe  him  ;  I,  with  female  wiles, 
Seduc'd  him  firfl  to  love  :  'twas  I  enforc'd  him. 
With  frequent  tears,  to  thefe  forbidden  nuptials. 

Timan.  Believe  it  not,  my  lord — it  is  not  fo  : 
That  fhe  confented  was  my  fault  alone  ; 
By  me  was  every  artifice  employ'd  : 
A  thoufand  times  fhe  banifh'd  me  her  fight. 
As  often  I  return'd  :  I  vow'd,  entreated. 
Nay  threaten'd,  but  in  vain  :  at  length  (he  faw  mc 
Reduc'd  to  all  the  madnefs  of  defpair ; 
'Till  in  her  prefence,  with  a  defperate  hand. 
My  fword  I  drew,  and  menac'd  even  my  life  ; 
Then  pity  forc'd  her  to  confent. 

D'lr,  And  yet 

Demo.   Be  filent  both 1  find  an  unknown- 

fomething 
Creep  through  my  heart,  that  'midft  my  juft  re- 

fentment. 
Would  fcften  me  to  tendernefs  and  pity  : 
But,  O  !  it  muil  not  be,  their  guilt's  too  great ; 
'Tis  mine  to  give  the  world  a  bright  example 
Of  fteady  virtue  and  impartial  juftice.  \aftde. 

What,  ho  ! ^let  thefe  be  kept  apart  in  prifon 

'Till 
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'Till  we  decree  their  fate.'  ''  -^''-^^^  ^mmnysdcu-nl 

Tinian.  At  lead  together :'  ^  ^^' ^^  vri^ow^a 

Dir.  At  leaft  together  in  our  utmoft  fufFerings— 
Demo.  Yes,  yes,  ingrates !  one  fortune  fhall^be 

Perfidious  pair  !  in  life's  eftatc'  ""^^  ^^  sci^VI 
Since  love  your  hands  could  bindK  .nlOi. 

Both  fhall  partake  one  common  fa^>.,-,5.tt^'Y 
Nor  be  by  death  disjoin'd.     ^^^  '""rdl  '^vJ.l 

Your  crime  was  one ;  and  both  alike  '  .-xSS. 
One  punifhment  fhall  know ;  ..  .^..t 

,.  While  juft  refentment  now  fhall  Itrikc 

By  me  the  impartial  blow.        ,,;^^  '\  \^Exit, 

S  C  E  N  E    XV.    .,M   ^,^„j^. 

Dirge,  Timanthes,  Guards*        -'i-' 
Dir.  My  lord!  ^  ^{.^  -^-V 

Timan.  My  v^\£t\  ^^'ft.nv..,  ^dW  ...). 

Dir.  For  me  muft  thou  be  loft  !     '"    '    ' '    ^ 

""t  i' 

Thnan.  And  muft  thou  die  for  me  ! 

Dir.  Ah  !  who  henceforth 

.'  nij"%(i 
Will  guard  our  child  Olinthus !       '  '      i 

Oil'  i'-:  7  ^'.'.ti     .'AVA\\.  )l 

Timan.  Cruel  moment !  \ 

Dir.  Ah  !  then — but  what  avails  it,  prince,  to 
fink 

k2  In 
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In  unbecoming  weaknefs  ! .  Let  our  grief 

Be  worthy  of  us ;  one  fhort  effort  cuts 

This  cruel  knot ;  then  let  us  part  with  firmne£s. 

Without  complaining. 

Timan.  Yes,  bright  excellence  ! 
I  praife  the  generous  thought :  let  not  a  iigh 
Efcape  us  more.  _,•  ^  .,;   ;   ;        .  (..iupy  j. 

Dir.  Now  I  am  prepar'd— -  ''?,- 

Timan.  And  I  '   '     '    \     ' '  '  '  '  ' 

Have  fteel'd  my  bofbmV^''   '••       (^  '^"^  '"^^~ 

Dir.  O  !  be  ftrong  my  heart  \     ->rr'i;v  "''^'' 

Timan.  Farewell,  my  Dirce  !  ' 

[they  j^art  with  refoJution,  hut  at  the  entrance 
of  the  fcene  turn  again  to  look  at  each  other, 

Dir.  Prince,  farewell ! 

Timan.  My  wife  ! 

Dir,  Timanthes!  ..[ 

Both.  O  ye  powers  ! 

p/r.  Why  go'ft  thou  not  ?    • 

Timan.  Why  doll  thou  turn  again  to  gaze  upon 
me  ? 

'  ^  Dir.  Fain  would  I  fee  how  thou  ^anft  bear  thy 
pains. 

Timan.  But  yet  thou  weep'ft— 

pir.  And  thou  too  figh'ft,  Timanthes. 

Tiniatf* 
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Tlman,  O  Heaven  !  how  eafy  do  we  form  re- 
folves 
Before  the  trial  comes  !  ,  f.^ 

Dir.  Alas !  how  well 
I  thought  my  refolution  fix'd  :  yet  let  mp 
At  leaft  conceal  my  weaknefs  from  thy  fight. 

Timan.  Ah  I  Hay,  my  life  !  hear  me. 

Dir.  What  would'fl  thou  fay  ? 

Timan.  Thou  dearell  obje6l  of  my  care, 
Inltru6l  me  how  thefe  woes  to  bear : 
Ah  !  reach  thy  hand  at  leaft  to  prove 
The  laft  dear  pledge  of  truth  and  love  J 

Dir.  This  hand  when  fondly  join'd  to  thine. 
Was  once  of  happinefs  the  lign  : 
But  now,  thofe  fleeting  moments  o'er. 
The  lign  of  happinefs  no  more  I 

Both.  Farewell  thou  treafure  of  my  heart ! 
Relentlefs  fate,  that  bids  us  part. 

That  dooms  us  ne'er  to  meet  again  !  . 
Can  e'er  mahgnant  planets  fhed 
Worfe  evils  on  the  guilty  head. 

Than  faithful  love  muft  now  fullain  ?  -     - 

[Exeunt  fe^arately. 

.  £ND    OF    THE    SECPND    ACT, 

ACT 
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ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

,lAsi-       TlMANTHES,    AdRASTUS. 

Timan.'  Be  filent — canfl  thou  hope  that  Dirce 
dead,      .-^^  ^--^^^  ui  .  ■..;  : 
Timanthes  will  prolong  his  hated  life 
By  wedding  with  another  ?  Why  prefum'ft  thou 
To  affront  my  conftancy  ? 

Adraf,  'Tis  fhe  thou  lov'fl 
Now  fpeaks  by  me  ;  yes,  Dirce  bids  me  fay 
That  'tis  the  lafl  requeft  fhe  e'er  fhall  make. 

Timan.  Even  the  fame  love  that  urges  her  to  afk. 
Forbids  me  to  comply. 

Adraf.  And  yet — 
Timan.  Enough. 
Adraf.  Refle6l,  my  lord — • 
Timan.  Adraftus,  'tis  in  vain ; 
I'll  hear  no  more. 

Adraf.  Compaflion  bids  me  try 
All  means  to  fave  thee  from  the  fate  that  threatens. 

'     Timan.  Who  fpeaks  to  me  of  life  becomes  my 
foe. 


Adraf 


A 
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Aclraf.  Will  thy  breaft  no  counfel  move  ? 

Wilt  thou  then  no  fuccour  find  ? 
Sure  'tis  juft  thou  ne'er  fhould'ft  prove 

Tender  pity  from  mankind. 

The  wretch  who  fees  with  certain  eyes 
Impending  ruin  round  him  wait. 

Yet  not  to  'fcape  the  danger  tries, 

Can  jultly  ne'er  complain  of  Fate.    \Exit, 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

TiMANTHES  alone. 

Why  fhould  we  covet  life  ?  What  are  its  charms. 
For  all  degrees  are  wretched  ?  Every  Hate 
Partakes  of  mifery.     In  infancy 
We  tremble  at  a  frown  :  in  ripening  youth 
We  are  made  the  fport  of  Fortune  and  of  Love : 
In  age  we  groan  beneath  the  weight  of  years  : 
Now  we  are  tormented  with  the  thirfl  of  gain. 
And  now  the  fear  of  lofs  :  eternal  war 
The  wicked  with  themfelves  maintain ;  the  juft 
With  fraud  and  envy.  All  our  fchemes  are  fhadows. 
Vain  and  illufive  as  a  (ick  man's  dream  1 
And  when  we  but  begin  at  laft  to  know 
Our  life's  whole  folly,  death  cuts  fhort  the  fcene  : 
O  then  let  death  at  once — 


SCENE 
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SCENE    HI. 

Enter  Cherinthus. 

Cher.  My  dearell  prince  ! 
Come  to  my  breaft.  ,  [embraces  him. 

Timan.  What  mean  thofe  looks  compos'd. 
When  thus  you  prefs  me  with  a  lad  embrace  ? 
Are  thefe  the  tears  due  to  a  brother's  death  ? 

Cher.    What   lall  embrace,   what  tears,   what 
death,  my  brother  ? 
Thou  art  now  the  happieil  of  mankind  :  our  father 
Forgets  his  indignation  :  all  is  paft  : 
He  gives  thee  back  his  former  tendernefs. 
Thy  fpoufe,  thy  fon,  thy  liberty  and  life. 

V  T'lmayi.  O!  hold,  Cherinthus,  even  in  pity  hold; 
Such  mighty  raptures  flow  too  faft  upon  me  : 
Could  I  believe  thee,  fure  my  foul  would  faint 
With  vail  excefs  of  nleafure  ! 

1. 

Cher.  Doubt  it  not ; 
My  words  are  truth,  Timanthes. 

.  Timan.  Can  it  be  ! 
What  friendly  power  could  change  my  fathcrV 

anger. 
When,  parting  from  the  temple,  he  refolv'd 
On  mine  and  Dirce's  death  ? 

-  Cher.  Such  was  his  purpofe  ; 

And 
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And  fure  th'  event  had  anfwer'd  his  refolve. 
Since  all  but  prov'd  in  vain  to  appeafe  his  wrath : 
Even  I,  O  prince  !  defpair'd  of  fafety  for  thee. 
When  to  thy  aid  Creula  came — 

Timafi'  Creufa  ! 
Creufa  to  my  aid  !  Ihe  whom  fo  late 
My  fcorn  offended  ? 

Cher.  Yes,  the  fame  Creufa : 
Thou  doft  not  know,  my  brother,  all  the  virtues 
Of  that  exalted  fair :  what  faid  (he  not. 
What  did  fhe  not  to  fave  thee  !'  Thy  deferts 
How  did  fhe  raife  !  How  did  fhe  fpeak  to  excufe 
Thy  guilty  rafhnefs !  Every  means  ihe  tried 
To  waken  nature  in  a  parent's  heart : 
She  made  compaliion,  juftice,  public  good. 
And  glory  plead  for  thee  :  for  his  example 
She  fhew'd  herfelf  offended  yet  forgiving. 
And  touch'd  his  breaft  with  fhame.   Soon  as  I  faw 
The  father's  feelings  warm'd  by  flow  degrees, 
I  flew  (fo  Heaven  infpir'd)  to  feek  thy  Dirce. 
I  found  her  with-  Olinthus  :  inllant  both 
I  hurried  thence  ;  and  fet  before  the  king 
The  mother  and  the  fon.    This  fight  fecur'd 
Our  victory  :  for  whether  age  fubfided, 
Or  that  the  aff^edlions  of  a  parent  now 
Exerted  all  their  power,  the  king  forgot 
His  anger,  rais'd  his  daughter  from  the  ground. 
Then  ftrain'd  the  guiltlefs  infant  in  his  arms, 

6  And 
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And  mingled  with  the  reft  his  pitying  tears. 

Timan.  O  my  lov*d  brother !  O  my  deareftfather ! 
Cherinthus,  let  us  fly  with  fpeed  to  feek  him. 

Cher.  Not  fo — he  longs  himfelf  to  bring  thee 
firfl 
The  grateful  tidings  ;  'tv^'ill  offend  him  much 
To  fee  his  fond  delign  by  mc  prevented. 

Timan.  And  has  he  then  fuch  kindnefs  for  a  fon 
Who  yet  fo  little  has  deferv'd  his  love  ? 

0  how  his  goodnefs  aggravates  my  crime  ! 
With  fhame  I  own  it  now :  could  I  at  lead 
Difcharge  his  promife  to  the  Phrygian  king : 
But  thou,  Cherinthus,  may'ft ^Then  fave  his 

honour. 
Give,  in  my  ftead,  thy  hand  to  fair  Creufa, 
And  calm  to  peace  a  parent's  finking  age. 

Cher.  What  fay'ft  tliou,  prince  ? — yes,  let  me 
now  confefs  it — 
Creufa  is  the  miftrefs  of  my  fate, 

1  love  her  with  the  trueft,  tenderefl  pafiion 

But  yet — 

Timan.  But  what ! 

Cher.  I  ne'er  mull  hope  Creufa 
Will  deign  to  accept  my  hand  :  thou  know'ft  fhe 

came 
To  efpoufe  the  kingdom's  heir — ^but  I  am  none. 

Timan,  Is  this  the  only  bar  ? 

'Cher.  What  needs  there  more 

3  To 
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To  oppofe  my  happinefs  ? 

Timan.  Then  go,  Cherinthus, 
Preferve  my  father's  faith — thou*rt  the  heir. 

Cher.  Who,  I,  my  brother  ? 

Timan.  Yes ;  thou  would'ft  have  been, 
Had  not  thy  virtue  fnatch'd  me  from  deftru<^ion : 
In  yielding  up  my  title  to  the  throne, 
I  give  thee  back,  but  part  of  what  thou  gav'ft. 

Chtr.  Our  father  then ' 

Timan.  At  leaft  he  fhall  not  blufh 
To  find  his  plighted  faith  to  breach  exposM : 
And  can  I  lefs  for  fuch  a  father's  peace  ? 
What  is  a  throne,  compar'd  with  all  the  blifs 
His  goodnefs  heaps  upon  me  ? 

Cher.  Yet  his  lofs 
Is  great  who  quits  a  crown. 

Timan.  No,  he  who  quits 
A  crown,  has  fomething  left  he  prizes  more. 

• 

Cher.  How  glorious  in  thy  gift  I  find, 

The  godlike  virtues  of  thy  mind  ! 

I  envy  not  the  regal  ftate, 

But  envy  thee  a  foul  fo  great. 

Thou  bid'ft  a  thoufand  paflions  rife ; 

A  thoufand  thoughts  my  heart  furprife. 

At  once  I  joy  and  wonder  prove. 

And  tender  fhame,  and  grateful  love.  \_Exit. 

SCENE 
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%C  E  N  E    IV. 

TiMANTHES  alone. 

My  fon  !  my  wife  !  dear  pledges  of  my  peace  \ 
Part  of  myfelf !  Is  it  then  given  me  foOft 
Fearlefs  to  clafp  you  in  my  fond  embrace  ? 
And  fhall  we  then,  without  a  future  pang, 
Together  lead  our  lives  ?  Tranfporting  thought ! 
Now,  now,  I  find  that  unexposed  joy 
Can  fooner  raife,  than  grief  deprefs  the  foul. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Enter  Mathusius  with  a  pafer  in  his  hand. 

Mat.  O  prince  !  my  lord  ! 

Timan.  Art  thou  indeed  Mathufius  ? 
If  in  yon'  bark  you  ftay'd  for  me  in  vain 

Mat,  Enough the  place  thou  art  found  in 

mull  excufe  thee. 

Timan.  How  did'fl  thou  gain  accefs  to  me  ? 

Mat.  Cherinthus 
Procur'd  me  this  admittance. 

Timan.  Has  he  then 
Told  thee  my  happinefs  ? 

Mat.  No ;  with  impatience 
He  broke  from  me,  and  flew  I  know  not  whither. 

Timan, 
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Tinian.  O  !  I  have  wonders  to  relate,  my  friend! 

Mat.  Perhaps  thou  may'ft  more,  wonders  hear 
from  me.  ^     ' 

Timan.    Know,   I'm  this  hour  the  Jiappieft  of 
mankind.  -r^T-!  ^f.lW 

Mat.   Know,  that  this  hotir  reveals  a  mighty 

iecret.  ,--it  ^m  iU  l>^;off^t;^  I 

Tlman.  What  fecret  ?         "M  hikioA  v:r?  i-'birnA 

Mat.  Hear,  and  own  'tis  wondrous — Dircc 
Is  not  my  daughter ;  fhe's  thy  fifler.  ',  i 

Timan.  Ha ! 
My  lifter  !• — fure  thou  mock*ft:  me  !        [dijiurhed^ 

Mat.  Nt),  my  prince, 
I  mock  thee  not ;  thou  did'ft  with  her  partake 
One  common  ftock ;  one  blood  runs  in  your  veins ; 
Pne  father  and  one  mother  gave  you  birth. 

T)man.  O  peace  !  what  haft  thou  faid ! — Forbid 
it  Heaven !  [afide. 

Mat.  This  paper  yields  the  certain  proof— 

Timan.  What  paper  ? 
P  give  it — ■ — r  \with  i7npatience. 

Mat.  Hear  me  firft  ;  my  wife,  when  dying. 
Gave  me  this  paper  feal'd,  and  bade  me  fwear 
Never  to  open  it,  unlefs  fome  danger 
Should  threaten  Dirce. 

Timan.  Wherefore,  when  the  king 

Thii 
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This  day  condemn'd  her  to  the  facrific^,  v  a^n '■  ..' 
Didft  thou  negle6l  it  ?  '  ■> 

Mat.  Such  a  length  of  years 
Elaps'd,  had  blotted  it  from  my  remembrance. 

Timan.  What  brought  it  now  to  mind  ? 

Mat.  When  late  for  flight 
I  gather'd  all  my  treafures  to  the  fea, 
Amidft  my  hoard  I  found  it. 

T'man.  Let  me  view— —  >:  .;.vA. 

Mat.  Yet  ftay^'i  ^-^  <-"->"*  \'-^^^  ,-^^^  i^ti  ^nr,  ;I 

Timan.  O  Heaven  !  '"'H  .^'.iSvlT 

»  Mat.  Thou  know'ft  my  consort  bore     "   •    •'^''^ 
Such  faithful  duty  to  the  queen  thy  motF»eF,>  ^  ^ 
That  whom  in  life  (he  lov'd,  in  death  fhe  followM. 

Timan.  I  knoxv  it  well.         •  ''•"'' ^^  '^''  ' 

•  ^rlt-r.i  Oil"'  > 

Mat.  Sec'fl  thou  this  regal  (ignet  ?. 

rri-  T    J  '     .V.s*i<.U'. 

Ttnian.  1  do. 

il/^/.  Obferve  this  writing ;  mark  it  well ;  - 
Know'ft  thou  the  queen's  own  hand  ? 

Timan.  I  do— ^no  more . 

Dilirad  me  not  I  ..    '  / 

Mat.  Now  read.  \_pves  the  faper. 

Tman.  My  trembling  heart !  \t^^^^*\ 

"  Dirce  is  not  the  daughter  of  Mathufius,      iy^,\\ 
"  But  fprings  from  royal  race,  to  me  fhe  owes 
"  Her  birthj  and  claims  Demophoon  for  her  father. 

"  By 
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'*  By  what  event  her  fortune  has  been  changM, 

"  Another  fecret  paper  muft  difclofe  ; 

"  Let  this  be  fought  for  in  the  houfhold  temple, 

"  Beneath  the  facred  footflool  of  the  God, 

"  To  which  the  king  alone  muft  dare  approach. 

**^  Meantime  let  this  fuffice  to  prove  her  birth, 

"  A  queen  confirms  it  with  her  oath. 

''  Argea." 

Mat.  Thou  trembleft,  prince  !  Sure  this  is  more 
than  wonder ! 
Why  fpreads  that  deadly  palenefs  o'er  thy  face  ? 

Timan.  Almighty  powers  !  what  dreadful  ftroke 
is  this !  '  [afide. 

Mat.  Now  tell  me,  prince,  the  happinefs  you 
tK)afted, 
Let  me  at  leaft 

Timan.  Leave  me,  Mathufius,  leave  me. 

Mat.  Why  art   thou  troubled  thus  ?    thou'ft 
gain'd  a  lifter. 
And  fay  is  that  fo  great  a  caufe  of  forrow  ? 

Timan.  Leave  me,  in  pity  leave  me  to  myfelf ! 

Mat.  How  ftrangely  various  are  the  minds  of 
men  ! 
The  fame  event  that  fills  one  breaft  with  joy, 
Piftra(5ls  another  with  the  pangs  of  grief. 


Good 
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Good  and  ill  are  only  names, 

Nothing  real  here  we  find  : 
Each  his  pain  or  pleafure  frames. 

As  affedlion  fways  the  mind. 

Every  obje<5l  changes  hue. 

While  ourfelves  the  hues  impart : 

As  the  paffions,  ever  new. 
Turn  to  peace  or  war  the  heart.         [jBt/V, 


SCENE    VI, 

TiMAXTHES  ahm. 

Ah  !  wretch  !  what  coldnefs  freezes  aUny  heart  \ 
What  dreadful  aspect  does  my  fate  affume  ! 
I  fee,*  I  fee  the  source  of  all  my  woes ; 
Th€  wrath  of  Heaven  purfued  the  unlawful  nup^ 

tials. 
My  hairs  ftand  up  with  horror  !  What  am  I  I 
What  is  the  king  ! — Behold  Olinthus  now. 
Nephew  and  fon  1  Dirce  my  wife  and  lifter  ! 
Detefted  mixture,  moft  unnatural  kindred  ! 
Fly,  fly,  Timanthes,  hide  thee  from  mankind. 
Each  hand  will  point  at  thee — thou  now  muft  prove 
Thy  aged  father*s  curfe  !  How  will  thy  ftory 
Be  made  the  fport  of  fame  !  Unhappy  Thrace, 
Behold  thy  CEdipus  !  in  me  behold 
The  furies  here  renewed  of  Thebes  and  Argos. 

.  O!  that 
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O  I  that  thefe  eyes  had  never  gaz'd  on  Dirce  ! 
What  then  I  deem'd  the  violence  of  love 

Was  but  the  voice  of  nature I'm  become  " 

A  monfter  to  myfelf !  The  light  grows  hateful ! 
Each  breath  affrights  me^  earth  appears  to  link 
Beneath  my  trembling  feet ! — methinks  I  hear 
Ten  thoufand  thunders  round  me,  while  my  crime 
With  every  obje6l  glares  upon  my  light ! 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  from  different  parts  Creusa,  Demophoon", 
Aprastus  leading  Olinthus  by  the  hand,  and 
Dirge. 

Creu.  Timanthes 


Timan.  Princefs  !   ah  I  pursue  me  not 

Leave,  leave  me  to  myfelf. 

Denio.  My  deareft  fon. 

Timan.  Ah  !  no 1  mull  not  hear  that  tender 

name. 

Creu.  Perhaps  thou  know'll  not 

Timan.  O  !  I  know  too  much. 
Demo.  Receive  this  fond  embrace,  thy  pledge 
of  pardon  : 
But  fay  why  dolt  thou  fhun  thy  father's  arms  ? 

Timan.  I  dare  not  look  on  thee 

Creu.  What  can  this  mean  ? 

VOL.  II.  L       -  '    Demo. 


146  DEMOPHOOJJ.  .  [act  HI. 

Demo.  What  has  befallen  thee  ? 

Adraf,  See  !  behold  your  fon  : 
Be  comforted,  my  lord. 

Timan.  Take  hence,  Adraftus, 
Take  hence  that  child,  O  !  bear  him  from  my 
fight. 

Dir.  My  much-lov'd  lord  ! 

Timan.  Begone,  avoid  me,  Dirce. 

Dir,  And  wilt  thou  drive  me  from  thee  on  this 
day 
Of  general  joy  ? 

Timan.  Where  fhall  I  fly  to  hide  me  !    \^^oin^. 

Dir.  O  hold ! 

Demo.  Yet  hear  me  ! 

Creu.  Stay 

Timan.  'Tis  all  in  vain  ; 
You  feek  to  eafe,  and  ftab  me  to  the  heart. 

Demo.  But  fay,  whom  fly'ft  thou  from  ? 

Timan.  From  men  and  Gods  !  ^ 
From  you  and  from  myfelf 

Dir.  And  whither  go'il  thou  ? 
Timan.  Where  the  fun  never  fhines,  where  no- 
thing lives. 
Where  my  remembrance  may  be  loft  for  ever ! 

Demo.  Think  on  thy  father. 

Adraf,  On  thy  -fon 

fiir. 
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Dir.  Thy  wife 

Timan,  O  fpeak  not  thus !  Wife,  father,  fon  and 
brother. 
Are  names  endearing  to  a  mind  at  peace ; 
To  me  they  are  founds  of  horror. 

Creu.  Say  the  caufe. 

Timan.   Seek   not  to  know  it — drown  me  in 
obUvion. 

Dir.  By  thofe  dear  moments  when  I  pleas'd 
thee  firfl — 

Timan.  Dirce,  forbear 


Dir.  By  all  thofe  folemn  ties- 


Timan.  O  hold,  in  pity  hold  I 

Dir.  If  thou  no  more 
Regard'ft  thy  wife^  at  leaft  thy  fon  may  move  thee  : 
Look  on  him — 'tis  the  fame  that  oft  has  touch'd 
Thy  breafl  with  tendernefs  :  look  on  him  Hill ; 
'Tis  thy  own  blood 

Timan.  Would  Heaven  he  were  not  fo  ! 

Dirce.  What  crime  could  he  commit  that  thus 
thou  fliunn'll  him  ? 
Why  doft  thou  turn  away  thy  face  — O  fee. 
See  how  he  reaches  out  his  little  hands. 
And  fpeaks  to  thee  with  fmiles  of  innocence  ! 

Timan.  Ah!  couldft  thou  now 'be  fenfible  of 

that 

» 

Which,  haplefs  boy  !  thou  mull  hereafter  know, 

L  2  Thou 
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iir. 


Thou  wouldft  not  thus  with  fondnefs  hover  round 
me  ! 

Ill-fated  child  !  thou  canft  not  feel 

T^y  future  grief  and  fhame  : 
May  never  tongue  thy  birth  reveal. 

Or  tell  thy  father's  name  ! 

Ye  Gods  !  what  fudden  change  I  find  I 

How  foon  my  peace  is  fled  ! 
What  late  with  rapture  fill'd  my  mind, 

Is  now  my  greateft  dread  !  \_Exh. 

SCENE    VIII. 

Demophoon,  Creusa,  Diece,  Adrastus, 
Olinthus. 

Demo.  Adraflus,  follow  him — \Exit  Adraftus-, 
Olinthus  «  led  off  hy  an  attendant.']    Who  can 

inform  me, 
Amidfl  you  all,  what  my  Timanthes  means. 
If  frenzy  or  defpair  pofTefs  his  mind  ? 
But  wherefore  do  ye  gaze  with  wonder  on  me. 
Yet  fpeechlefs  fland  I  O  could  I  but  difcover 
What  evil  threatens,  that  my  foul  might  fland 
Prepar'd  to  meet  the  worfl.    Almighty  powers  ! 
Give  me  at  leafl  to  know  this  fecret  danger. 

6 

Uiitrefsful 
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Diftrefsful  founds  invade  my  ear, 
I  fee  thick  fmoke  obfcure  the  ikies, 

Around  the  crackUng  ruins  hear. 
Yet  find  not  whence  the  flames  arife. 

My  terror  makes  my  doubts  the  more. 
Amid  my  doubts  my  fears  increafe : 

Dillra6led  thus,  I  lofe  the  power 
To  fly,  if  flight  could  fave  my  peace.  [Exh. 

SCENE    IX. 

Creusa,  Dirce. 

Creu.  Say,  Dirce,  wherefore  feem'll  thou  thus 

unmov'd. 
When,  with  thy  hufl^and,  thou  art  made  the  theme 
Of  every  tongue  ? — Go — feek   him,    learn  the 

caufe — 
Thou  hear' ft:  me  not — Why  are  thy  languid  eyes 
Cafl:  down  to  earth  ? — Shake  off"  this  lethargy. 
'Tis  madnefs  to  reject  a  friendly  counfel : 
If  more  thou  canft:  not — give  thy  forrows  vent, 
At  leaft  lament  aloud  and  break  this  filence. 

Dirce.  How  fhall  I  fpeak  to  thee  again. 

And  in  what  words  reply  ? 
I  feek  to  oppofe  my  fate  in  vain, 

I  would,  but  cannot  fly. 
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My  fenfes  numb'd  with  fudden  dread. 

No  longer  can  complain  ; 
No  tears,  alas !  have  I  to  fhed. 

No  voice  to  tell  my  pain.  [Exif. 

SCENE    X. 

Creusa  alone. 

What  unblefs'd  region's  this !  why  am  I  come 
To  fhare  in  others'  griefs  ?  How  many  evils 
Has  one  imhappy  day  produc'd  ?  Contention 
Between  a  fon  and  father  !  Human  victims. 
Polluted  temples,  and  ill-omen'd  nuptials  ! 
There  wanted  but  the  fear  of  unknown  ills 
To  make  thefe  woes  complete.  The  wrath  of  Fate 
Is  fure  too  mighty  to  continue  long ; 
It  muft  relent :  in  fuch  dillrefsful  fortune, 
Hope  oft  again  revives  from  mere  defpair. 

Misfortunes  cannot  long  remain. 

When  once  they've  reach'd  their  full  increafe  j 
And  hope  begins  to  dawn  again. 

When  terror  rifes  to  excefs. 

All  things  mufl  change  beneath  the  fun  ; 

And  lince  we're  thus  deprefs'd  by  Fate, 
We  never  can  be  more  undone, 

But  any  change  muft  mend  our  ftate.   [^Exi/. 

SCENE 
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..a 


.  .     SCENE    XI. 

An  apartment  in  the  Palace,  magnificently  decorated 
for  the  nuptials  o/'Creusa. 

TlMANTHES,    ChERINTHUS. 

Timan.  And  whither,  cruel,  would'fl  thou  lead 
me  now  ? 
Thefe  fplendid  Ihows  of  pomp  and  joy  augment 
The  pangs  of  one  abandon' d  to  defpair. 

Cher.  Methinks  no  longer  I  difcern  my  brother : 
What  means  this  weaknefs  fo  unworthy  of  thee  ? 
If  thou  haft  err'd,  thou  knew'ft  it  not :  'tis  true 
Thou  art  unhappy,  but  not  criminal. 
All,  all  misfortunes  may  be  lightly  borne. 
When  the  foul  feels  not  guilt. 

Timan.  By  deeds  alone 
The  world  direds  its  cenfure  ;  and  when  deeds 
Condemn  us,  reafon  tries  in  vain  to  abfolve. 
But  I'm  too  guilty  ;  or  if  ignorance 
Extenuates  my  offence,  I'm  criminal 
In  daring  ftill  to  live  ;  and  yet  I  never 
Can  banifh  Dirce  hence  ;  I  feel  I  love  her, 
I  know  I  ought  not :  but,  alas !  fo  foon 
How  can  I  hope  to  break  the  tender  ties, 
Caft  off  the  lover,  huft)and  and  the  father  ? 
Diffolve  an  union,  dearer  by  misfortune  ; 
Forget  our  faith,  obliterate  the  remembrance 

,        3  ~  Of 
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Of  pleafures  long  enjoy 'd  ?   O  Heaven  !  Cherin- 

thus. 
Leave  me,  in  pity  leave  me  ;  let  me  die. 

Ere  yet  a  greater  guilt 

SCENE    XII. 

Enter  Adrastus. 

jidraf.  The  king,  Timanthes, 
Seeks  thee  in  every  part ;  but  now  I  faw  him 
With  old  Mathulius  quit  the  houfliold  temple. 
A  pleafure  feems  to  brighten  either's  looks ; 
For  thee  alone  they  afk. 

Timan.  O  !  let  me  fly  ! 
Too  much  I  dread  to  meet  a  father's  fight  \ 

SCENE     XIIL 

Enter  Mathusius. 

Mat.  My  fon  !  my  deareft  fon  ! 

[embracing  Timanthes. 

Timan.  To  me  that  name  ! 
Ha  !  wherefore  !  fay  ? 

Mat.  Becaufe  thou  art  my  fon. 
And  I — r-I  am  thy  father  ! 

Timan.  Sure  thou  dream'fl ! 

SCENE 
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SCENE    XIV. 

Enter  Dirce  leading  Olinthus. 
Timan,  O  !  Heaven  !   Is  Dirce  here  ? 

Dlr,  Fly  not,  my  lord. 
Nor  fear  in  me  a  lifter. 

Tinian.  You  deceive  me. 
To  calm  the  tumult  of  my  wounded  thoughts-^ 

SCENE    XV. 

Enter  Demoi'hoon  attended. 

Demo.  Thou  art  not  deceiv'd,  Timanlhes ;  all 

is  true. 
T'mian.  O  to  betray  me  now  were  cmelty  ! 

Demo.  Yet  be  compos'd  ;    for  know  thou  art 
not  my  fon. 
Thou,  when  an  infant,  wert  exchanged  for  Dirce  : 
I  am  her  father,  and  Mathufius  .thine. 
My  confort  begg'd  thee  of  Mathulius'  wife  ; 
For  then  flie  deem'd  the  public  weal  concerned 
In  this  exchange  :  but  when  Cherinthus  next 
Was  born,  too  late  fhe  faw  the  rafh  defign 
Had  of  fucceffion  robb'd  her  rightful  fon. 
To  me  (he  dufft  not  tell  the  mighty  iecret, 

She 
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She  found  already  thou  had'ft  gain'd  too  much 

On  my  affe6lion  :  but  at  length,  reduc'd 

To  life's  extremeft  verge,  fhe  left  the  ftory 

Reveal' d  in  two  mjrfterious  papers ;  one 

She  gave  her  friend,  and  that  Mathulius  fhew'd 

thee ; 
The  other  fhe  conceal' d,  and  that  thou  here 
Beholdeft. 

Timan.  Wherefore  did  fhe  not  in  one 
Difclofe  the  myflery  ? 

Demo.  Becaufe  fhe  meant 
The  firfl  fhould  only  prove  the  birth  of  Dirce. 
It  there  fuific'd  to  fwear  fhe  was  her  daughter. 
The  fecret  of  thy  fate  was  kept  for  me  ; 
That  I  might  a6l  as  befl  the  time  requir'd. 
Or  to  divulge,  or  keep  it  flill  unknown. 
For  this  the  fecond  paper  fhe  difpos'd. 
Where  I  alone  could  ever  have  accefs. 

Timan.  Such  ftrange  events  ftill  hold  my  mind 
in  doubt. 

Demo.  Too  certain  are  the  proofs  :    behold  the 
writing 
Where  all  I  have  declar'd  is  told  at  full. 

Timan.  O  Fortune  !'  do  not  once  again  deceive 
me  !  \talies  the  paper  and  readi. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    LAST. 

Enter  Creusa. 

Creu.  May  I,  my  lord  !  believe  the  joyful  tid- 
ings 
That  echo  through  the  paUee  ? 

Demo.  Princefs,  yes : 
See  there  thy  hufband.    I  have  pledg'd  my  faith 
To  wed  thee  to  my  fon,  and  kingdom's  heir ; 
And  in  Cherinthus  now  receive  them  both. 

Cher.   The  change   may  prove   ungrateful  to 
Creufa. 

Creu.  In  vain  we  hope  to  avoid  what  Heaven 
decrees. 

Cher.   And  wilt  thou  not.  confefs  thou  lov'il 
Cherinthus  ? 

Creu.  My  deeds  fhall  fpeak  my  thoughts. 

Timan.    And  was  it  me  -     • 

The  oracle  declar'd  ?  Was  I  the  unknown. 
The  innocent  ufurper  ? 

Demo.  Yes,  thou  wert. 
The  clouds  are  now  difpell'd  ;  the  kingdom  Hands 
Deliver'd  from  the  annual  facrifice  ; 
And  to  the  rightful  heir  the  crown  returns. 
I  fhall  preferve,  without  the  means  of  rigour. 

My 
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My  faith  unbroken  to  the  Phrygian  king : 
Cherinthus  fhall  pofTefs  his  lov'd  Creula : 
She  fhall  a  fceptre  gain  ;  and  thou  may'ft  now 
Securely  clafp  thy  Dirce.     Not  a  caufe 
For  grief  remains,  and  all  this  wondrous  maze 
Of  myftic  Fate,  thefe  papers  have  reveal'd. 

Timan,    O  !    happy  papers !    fortunate  Timan-* 
thes! 
Ye  powers !  from  what  a  dreadful  weight  I  feel 
My  foul  difburden'd  !  O  my  fon  !  my  wife  ! 
Come  to  my  bofom  :  now  I  can  embrace  you 
Without  the  fear  of  guilt ! 

Dir.  Tranfporting  hour  !  [kneels, 

Creu.  What  moving  tenclernefs ! 

Timan.  Moft  juft  of  kings ! 
Once  more  behold  me  at  your  feet :  forgive 
The  wild  excefles  of  defpairing  love  ; 
Believe  me,  when  I  fwear  it,  you  fhall  find  me 
More  duteous  as  your  fubje6l  than  your  fon. 

Demo.  Rife,  thou  art  flill  my  fon.  Hill  call  mc 
father ; 
Such,  while  I  live,  thou'lt  find  me  :  till  this  hour 
Our  love  was  duty,  henceforth  be  it  choice. 
A  flronger  tie  (hall  our  affe6tions  bind 
Than  Nature's  ties,  the  inftindtive  work  of  Fate. 


Chorus. 
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Chorus. 

Good  fortune  moft  delights  mankind. 
That  fteals  upon  us,  when  the  mind 

Can  fcarce  its  griefs  fuftain. 
What  mortal  blifs  can  prove  fincere. 
Since,  to  be  great,  our  pleafures  here 

Mull  have  their  fource  in  pain  ! 


END    OP   THE    THIRD    ACT. 


ADRIAN 


ADRIAN    IN    SYRIA. 


PERSONS  OF  THE  DRAMA. 

Adrian,  Emperor  of  Rome,   in  love  with  Emi- 
'    RENA,  but  betrothed  to  Sabina. 

OsRHOES,  King  of  the  Parthians,  captive  to 
Adrian,  father  of  Emirena. 

Sabina,  in  love  with,  and  betrothed  to  Adrian. 

Pharnaspes,  a  Parthian  prince,  captive  to  Adrian, 
friend  and  tributary  to  Osrhoes,  betrothed 
to  Emirena. 

Emirena,  captive  to  Adrian,  in  love  with  Phar- 
naspes. 

AauiLius,  a  tribune,  confidant  of  Adrian,  fecretly 
in  love  with  Sabina. 


Scene,  Antioch, 


ADRIAN    IN   SYRIA. 


.    ACT   I.     SCENE    I. 

A  fquare  in  the  city  of  Antioch,  magnificently 
decorated  with  military  trophies,  confijling  of 
arms,  enjigns,  and  other  fpoils  of  ihe  conquered 
barbarous  nations.  An  imperial  throne .  on  one 
fide.  A  bridge  over  the  river  Orontes,  that  di- 
vides the  city. 

On  the  near  fide  of  the  river  appears  Adrian  borne 
in  triumph  on  the  fhields  of  the  Ronuin  foldiers, 
AauiLius,  guards  and  people.  On  the  further 
fide  of  the  river  Pharnaspes  and  Osrhoes, 
with  a  train  of  Parthians  bringing  various  wild 
beafls  and  other  gifts  as  prefents  to  Adrian. 

Chorus  of  Roman  Soldiers. 

Live,  live  for  us,  for  empire  live  ! 
On  fam'd  Orontes'  banks  receive 
That  laurel  which  the  conquer'd  give. 

Great  Caefar  !  thus  to  grace  thy  brows ._ 
Hail !  father  of  a  happy  land  ! 
Hail !  leader  of  a  martial  band  ! 
The  world  confefs  thy  faving  hand  : 

In  thee  our  deareft  hopes  repofe. 
VOL.  n,  M     •  What 
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What  wreaths  for  thee  fhall  Ganges  frame. 
What  nations  fhall  extend  thy  fame 
From  clime  to  clime,  'till  Caefar's  name 
The  earth's  remotell  region  knows ! 
[while  the  chorus  is  finging  Adrian  defcends,  and 
the  foldierSj  who  hore  him  on  their  Jhi elds,  fall 
into  their  ranh  with  the  reft. 

' '  Aquil.  The  Parthian  prince  Pharnafpes,  mighty 

Csefar, 
Kequefts  an  audience  of  thee. 

Adr.  Let  him  come. 
He  fhall  be  heard. 

[Aquilius  goes  out,  and  Adrian  having  afcended 
the  fteps  of  the  throne  addrejfes  the  foldiers 
ftanding. 

My  friends  and  fellow-foldiers. 
You  offer  me  an  empire  with  your  blood 
N'o  lefs  than  mine  fuftain'd.     I  know  not  well 
The  right  of  Adrian  to  receive  alone 
The  fruits  of  general  toil :  but  if  your  love 
Brook  no  reflifal,  each  of  you  (hall  find, 
(Whate'er  my  title)  Adrian  ftill  the  fame. 
Nor  deem  yourfelves  my  fiibje6ls :  no,  together 
We  flill,  as  wont,  will  ferve  one  common  caufe, 
To  guard  the  glories  of  imperial  Rome, 
Your  private  honours  and  the  public  weal.  [Jieftts. 


Chorus. 
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Chorus. 

Live,  live  for  us,  for  empire  live  ! 
On  fatn'd  Orontes'  banks  receive 
That  laurel  which  the  conquer'd  give^ 
Great  Caefar,  thus  to  grace  thy  brows. 
[zt'hile  the   chorus   is  ftnging  Pharnafpes    and^ 
Ofrhoes  fafs   the  river  with  all  their  trains 
preceded  hy  Aquilius.  Pharnafpes  and  Ofrhoes 
advance:  Pharnafpes  addrejfes  himfelfto  Caefar. 
Thar.  On  this  decifive  day,  when  Rome  adores 
In  thee  her  Caefar ;  from  that  eye,  Auguftus, 
On  which  depends  the  fate  of  many  a  realm, 
Vouchfafe  to  call  one  look  on  prince  Pharnafpes. 
But  late  thy  foe  ;  he  now  at  Caefar's  feet 
Lays  down  his  enmity,  and  fwears  to  prove 
His  loyalty  and  truth. 

Ofr.  [afide  to  Phar.]  There  needed  not, 
Such  abjedl,  tame  fubmiffion. 

Adr.  Rome  is  ever 
Each  nation's  common  mother,  and  receives 
Within  her  bofom  all  that  would  become 
Incorporate  with  herfelf :  her  friends  fhe  honours, 
The  vanquifh'd  fhe  forgives ;  with  godlike  virtue 
The  opprefs'd  fhe  raifes,  and  fhe  links  the  proud. 

Ofr.  [afide^  O  !  infolence  of  power ! 
Phar.  I  come  to  alk 
No  unexampled  a6l  of  Roman  virtue 

yil  The 
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The  i-oyal  daughter  of  the  Parthian  king 
Is  now  a  prifoner  in  your  chains. 

yldr.  Proceed.  ; 

Phar,  Releafe  her  from  her  bonds. 

Adr.  [afide.']  O  !  Heaven ! 

Phar.  Dry  up 
Her  country's  tears ;  to  me  reftore  the  maid. 
And  take  thefe  gifts  for  ranfom. 

jidr.  Here  in  Afia 
I  wage  a  generous  war  :  I  come  not,  prince. 
To  barter  gold  for  conquell :  think  not  Adrian, 
As  is  the  ftyle  of  barbarous  nations,  fells 
The  liberty  of  others. 

Phar.  Let  it  then 
Be  Adrian's  gift. 

Ofr.  [afide.']  What  now  will  Adrian  fay  ? 

Adr.  Firft  let  her  father  come  and  claim  this 
gift : 
For  him  I  have  referv'd  it. 

Phar.  Since  the  day, 
The  fatal  day,  when  all  the  Gods  combin'd 
Fought  in  the  caufe  of  Rome,  our  monarch's  fate 
Has  Hill  remain'd  unknown  :  in  other  lands  - 
He  wanders  now  conceal'd,  or  lives  no  more. 

Adr,  Till  Ofrhoes'  certain  deftiny  be  heard. 
His  daughter  be  our  care. 

Phar.  Then  (ince  Auguflus 

1  Appears 
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Appears  fo  jealous  of  his  fame,  refign     '    .>V-\\. 
That  office  to  her  hufband. 

Mr.  Ha  !  her  hufband  ?  ^  '*^* 

Is  Emirena  then  efpous'd  ?  ^^'^  [ .iviiU  a\] 

Phar.  No  more      ,' .., 
Is  wanting  but  the  folemn  rite. 

Mr,  yide.'l  O  !  Heavens  !    j  ,,^^,  ^^^^^.^  , 
[to  him.']  Where  is  that  hufband  ?  ' 

Phar.  I,  my  lord,  am  he.  .x.iii  :':o 

Adr.  And  does  fhe  love  thee  too       '  ^*'^^ 

Phar.  We  lovM  each  other 

* 

Before  we  knew  'twas  love  :  we  learn'd  together 
To  live  and  feed  our  paifion  :  with  our  years 
And  ripening  fenfe  the  flame  increas'd  :  our  fouls 
Became  but  one.     I  figh'd  for  Emirena,  brA 
She  for  her  faithful  prince ;  but  then,  Augufl:us, 
When  blifsful  Hymen  fhould  have  made  us  one, 
Relentlefs  Fate  !  then  was  fhe  ravifh'd  from  me. 

Adr.  [afde.']  What  do  I  fufFer  ? 

Phar.  You  appear  dillurb'd. 
Perchance  my  weaknefs  may  offend  :  I  know 
The  fons  of  Rome  are  heroes  from  their  birth : 
I  know  that  every  pafEon  glory  breeds  not. 
With  you  is  deem'd  a  crime  ;  but  vainly,  Caefar, 
You  feek  to  find  fuch  virtues  in  Pharnafpes : 
J  am  a  Parthian,  not  a  Roman  born. 

*  Adr» 
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Mr,    [afide^    O  !   h^rfh  irebuke !    But  let  us 
now  begin  . 

To  exercife  dominion  o*er  ourfelves.   •  . '  ^ 
\to  Phar.]  Hear,  prince ;  the  lovely  captive  fhall 

henceforth  ^  ^^       .         ,, 

Be  miftrefs  of  her  fate  :  I'll  lead  thee  to  lier,         - 
And  if,  as  thou  believ'ft,  fhe  loves  thee  ftill. 
Then — hold  my  heart ! — then  take  her  and  depart* 

On  thofe  fair  lips  that  love  infpire. 
That  kindled  firft  thy  bpfom's  fire, 
On  them  depends  thy  fate  alpne- 


And,  ah  !  no  lefs  depends  my  own.     [afide. 

In  thy  dillrefs  I  bear  a  part,  !>'.:' 

With  thee  at  Fate  repine  ;  '    ;qi>  i  ■  > 

And  every  grief  that  fwells  thy  heart,    ' '    ?'i 
Is  grief  no  lefs  to  mine. 
\Exit,  foUoived  hy  Aquil,  and  the  Roman  foldiers, 

S   C  E  N  E     II. 

OSRHOES,   PhARNASPES, 

Ofr,   Pharnafpes,   didft  thou  comprehend  the 
meaning 
Of  Caefar's  words  ?  To  me  they  fpeak  a  paflion 
For  Emirena,  jealoufy  of  thee. 
And  confidence  in  her, — Should  this  be  true ; 
Should  flie  confent  to  love  my  deadliefi:  foe. 

This 
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This  vengeful  fword  before  thy  light — but  no, 
I'll  not  believe  it — (he  is  ftill  my  daughter. 
Pilar.  What  fays  my  fovereign  ?  Caefar  is  too 
juft. 
And  fhe  is  true — what  doubts  perplex  your  peace  ? 

0/r,  Who  doubts  of  ill  but  rarely  is  deceived, 
Fhar.  I  fly  to  feek  her — you  Ihall  fee— * 
Ofr.  Then  go- 
But  tell  her  not  that  here  I  lurk  conceaFd 
Among  thy  followers. 

Phar.  From  your  daughter  too 
Would  you  be  hid  ? 

0/r.  I  would,  when  next  we  meet. 
Thou  fhalt  know  all  my  purpofe. 

Phar.  Yes,  my  king. 
With  her  I  Ihall  return  to  glad  your  light.  . 

Already  are  my  fufferings  o'er. 
My  foul  exulting  mourns  no  more ; 
But  all  diflblv'd  in  tender  lighs. 
Impatient  to  her  prefence  flies. 
In  vain  my  lips  would  words  fupply, 
My  words  in  broken  accents  die ; 
My  panting  heart,  no  more  deprefs*d, 
J^ow  bounds  and  ftruggles  in  my  breall. 

SCENE 
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.^.,   .^'    $  C  E  N  E    III. 

OsRHOES  alone.  -. 

Firft  let  me  from  the  infulting  foe  redeem 
The  precious  pledge,  that  only  makes  me  fear. 
Then  give  my  fiiry  way — ^Yes,  haughty  Roman  ! 
Tremble  at  Ofrhoes'  vengeance.    I  am  conquer' d. 
But  not  deprefs'd  ;  for  know,  to  thy  confuiion, 
M}-  foul,  unchang'd,  fhall  evq:  war  with  Adrian. 

A  ilurdy  oak,  which  nature  forms 
To  brave  a  hundred  winters'  ftorms. 
While  round  its  head  the  whirlwinds  blow, 
Remains  with  root  infix'd  below. 
When  fell'd  to  earth  a  fhip  it  fails 
.  Through  dafhing  waves  and  driving  gales ; 
And  now  at  fea,  again  defies 
The  threatening  clouds  and  howling  fkies. 

[Exif, 

S  C  E  N  E    IV.  ' 

\/in  apartment  deji'tned  for  Emirena  in  the  imperial 
palace, 

Aquilius  alone. 

Unlefs  invention  frame  fome  artifice 
To  work  on  Emirena,  I  am  lofl. 
.  Yes, 
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Ygs,  generous  Caefar  gives  her  to  Pharnafpes. 
If  he,  a  lover,  can  expunge  a  paffion 
Which  I  with  care  fomented,  he'll  return 
To  love  Sabina ;  ihe,  whofe  image  ever 
Dwells  in  my  heart.     Ah  !  where  is  Emirena  ?    ■ 
Behold  fhe  comes — Now  to  my  wiles. 

SCENE    V. 

Enter  Emirena.    ^    ' 

Emir.  Aquilius. 

^qu.  Ah  !  princefs,  had  you  feen  the  rage  of 
Caefar : 
Pharnafpes  has  required  from  him  your  freedom ; 
Confefs'd  he  lov'd  you,  and  was  lov'd  again ; 
And  thus  has  kindled  in  the  emperor's  bofom 
A  thoufand  jealous  pangs.    He  raves  to  madnefs^ 
And  vows,  unlefs  you  quit  your  former  love, 
He  to  the  capitol  will  drag  you,  bound 
In  fervile  fetters,  at  his  chariot  wheels. 

Emir.  Is.  this  the  hero  of  your  Tiber  ?  This 
The  boafled  idol  of  imperial  Rome  ? 
I  have  his  word  I  fhould  not  be  expos'd 
A  fpedlacle  of  triumph.     Is  it  then 
With  you  no  ihame  for  heroes  to  be  falfe  ? 

jiquil.  When  love  obfcures  the  fenfe  and  blinds 
the  reafon. 
Even  heroes,  Emirena,  change  their  nature. 

Emir, 
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Emir.  Sliall  Emirena  then  be  led  in  triumplj.?   . 
O  !  never,  never — Alia  too  hasthofe  /jil  il 

Who  dare  to  die.  ta'  J  ff:>iri*V 

jiquil.  No — better  means, there  are  •'**■'  ^^'^^  "  ^ 
In  Emirena's  power.     Know,  Caefar  comes  ^■ 

To  offer  you  Pharnafpes,  hoping  thus  ■  '  »- 

To  read  your  fecret  thoughts :  beware,  nor  truft 
His  feeming  friendfhip  :  art  elude  with  art. 
Receive  your  prince  belov'd  with  feign'd  indiffer- 
ence ; 
Reje(5l  his  profFerr'd  hand  :  guard  every  word. 
And  drefs  your  looks  with  well-diflembled  c'old- 

nefs,  -  ' 

As  if  your  breafl  no  longer  own'd  the  lover. 

Emir.  And  what  of  me  will  poor  Pharnafpes  fay  ? 
Alas !  thou  know'ft  not  how  his  heart  is  formM  : 
At  fuch  unkindnefs  I  Ihall  fee  him  fall 
A  victim  at  my  feet. 

jiquil.  Farewell — reflecSl — 
And,  if  you  can,  embrace  fome  better  counfel. 

Emir.  Hear  me  :  at  leall  prevent  the  prince — 

Aquil.  He's  here. 

Emir.  O  !  Heavens  ! 

Aquil.  Now  fummon  all  your  fortitude ; 
I've  trac'd  your  path  to  fhun  the  threatening  evil. 

{Exit. 

SCENE 
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'?,  rn,'i    .•v^.X'l 
'■■n 
SCENE    VI.  .V-  :  c;>L4, 

Enter  Adrian  and  Pharnaspes. 

.      iV 

Emir,  [afide,']  O  !  Emirena,  what  a  cruel  trial 
Thy  love  mull  here  endure. 

jidr.   [entering. 1  Say,  prince^,  i$,tjji3|,.      ,^  ,        \ 
The  beauty  you  adore  ?  ..       .    i   r -^  [  •       ;[ 

Phar.  O  !  Heavens !  'tis  Ihe  cA 

Whofc  charms  are  ever  lovelier  in  my  fight,    ;i 

Emir,  [afide.^  How  my  heart  throbs ! 

j4dr.  See,  beauteous  Emirena,  I 

With  whom  I  am  return'd ;  and  well  I  know 
My  prefence  never  was  more  grateful  to  thee. 
Speak,  undifguis'd.  ;  '■--  ■-■'■i>       -i 

Emir,  What  ftranger,  (ir,  is  this  ?      ^ 

Thar,  What  ftranger ! 

Adr.  Know'ft  thou  jipt  thofe  features  ? 

Emir.  Heaven  1  [afide.^ 

I  know  them  not.  \to  Adr. 

jidr.  And  haft  thou,  Emirena, 
Ne'er  view'd  their  likenefs  ? 

Emir.  No— I  fear  to  fpeak ; 
Jf  I  betray  my  love  we  both  are  loft.  \afide, 

Adr.  \to  Phar.]  Is  this  the  maid  who  learn'd 
with  thee  to  love  ^ 

^      0  Thar, 
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Phar.  I'm  all  amazement !   Am  I  then  Phar- 
nafpes  ? 
Alas  !  "where  am  I  ? 

Emir,  [afide.']  How  I  fympathize 
With  all  he  feels. 

'^  Adr,  \to  Emir.]  If  fear,  or  doubt  of  me 
Reftrain  thee,  Emirena,  know  that  Adrian 
Is  not  a  tyrant  o'er  another's  heart. 
Behold  thy  lover — I  reftore  him  to  thee ; 
As  well  befits  his  elderfhip  of  paffion. 

.Emk,  [ajde.']  Be  conftant  ftill [to  Adr.]  I 

here  refufe  the  gift.  j    vr''.-. 

Phar.  My  princefs,  fay,  what  has  Phamafpes 
v.'oc.done  ?  [l/ciur..  navdw. Hn^•  •• 

What  crime  unknown  to  raife  thine  anger  thus  ? 
Doft  thou  diftruft  my  truth  ? 

Efnir.  No  more — no  more — 

Phar.  Am  I  not  he 

E?fiir.   [to  Phar.]  In  pity,  O  !  forbear — 
For  well  my  ftate  deferves  it. 

Phar.  Yet  remember — 

E7?iir.  [to  Phar.]  Remembrance  now  is  loft — I 
cannot  fpeak — 
My  adverfe  fate  engrofles  every  thought : 
Unlefs  thou  mean' ft  to  fee  me  link  before  thee—- 
Leave  me  in  peace — away. 

Phar.  Leave  thee  in  peace  ? 

Inhuman ! 
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Inhuman  ! — yes — I  will  obey — ^but  look, 
Look  once  upon  this  face,  there  read  the  heart 
Of  him — no,  cmel,  do  not  look  upon  me. 
If  thou  would'ft  wifh  Pharnafpes  to  obey  thee. 

If  once,  ingrate  !  thy  looks  I  meet, 

I  never  can  depart ; 
Alas !  too  foon  I  fhall  forget 

Thy  faithlefs  changing  heart. 

With  blulhes  then  thy  face  may  glow. 

But  ah  !  my  love  will  claim 
Lefs  anguifh  for  the  wrongs  I  know 

Than  pity  for  thy  fhame.  [Exh, 


S  C  E  N  E    VII. 

Adrian,  Emirena. 

Jldr.  But  whither  go'ft  thou  now  ? 

[/o  Emir,  going. 

Emir.  To  weep  alone 
My  wretched  fortune — tears  at  lead  are  free. 
Though  all  be  loft. 

Adr.  O  !   nothing  haft  thou  loft  : 
I  in  thofe  beauteous  eyes  have  loft  my  peace. 

Emir.  I  hop'd  for  more  refpedl — a  royal  mind. 
Though  ftript  of  empire,  ftill  remains  unchanged  5 
My  crown  is  Fortune's  gift :  but  from  itfelf 

My 
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My  heart  derives  its  greatnefs. 

Adr.  \afide^  Lovely  pride  ! 
\to  Emir.]  And  what  offence  has  now  thy  virtue 

fufFer'd 
From  Adrian*s  love  ?  From  Adrian,  who  can  give 
If  thou  confent,  his  hand  and  empire  ? 

Emir,  No, 
They're  plighted  to  Sabina. 

Adr.  True  ;  I've  lov'd  her 
Thefe  twice  five  years :  but  muft  our  paflions  then 
Endure  for  ever  ?  Surely  in  Sabina 
Such  conftancy  refides  not :  different  far 
Is  Adrian's  fortune  fince.     I  had  not  then 
Beheld  thee,  Emirena ;  I  was  then 
A  private  man  in  Rome,  and  ever  near  her. 
But  now  I  ligh  a  captive  in  your  chains. 
And  wear  the  imperial  laurel  on  my  brows ; 
Sabina  diflant  treads  the  banks  of  Tiber, 
And  I  Orontes'  fhores. 

SCENE    VIII. 

Enter  AauiLius. 

■  AquiL  My  lord. 

Adr.  What  would'll  thou  ? 

Aquil.  Sir,  from  the  Latian  city  is  arriv'd — • 

Adr.  Say,  who  ? 

Aquil.  Sabina, 

Adr. 
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Mr.  Mighty  Gods !  ^    ..,,,,^ 

Emir.  [aftde.'\  Bleft  chance  r     '  %    ~ 

For  my  rehef.  ^./T 

^^r.  What  means  her  progrefs  hitlier  A 

"Without  my  fummons  ?  Art  thou  not  deceived  ? 

Aqidl.  No,  hear  the  tumult  of  the  following 
people, 
Whofe  fhouts  proclaim  her  emprefs. 

Adr.  Heavens ! — Aquilius,  .  .;;.,. 

Go  hence,  condu6l  her  to  a  different  part ;  -    'o?* 
Let  her  not  thus  furprife  me  :  I  would  alk 
A  moment  to  compofe  my  troubled  looks-^;  ,   i  -^ 
Ufe  every  artifice 

Aquil.  My  lord,  ihe  comes.  ^ 

Adr.  I'm  all  confus'd  ! 


SCENE    IX. 

Enter  Sabina,  attended  hy  matnons  and  Roman 
knights. 

Sab.  Caefar,  my  lord,  my  hufband  ! 
Behold  the  hour  that  I  have  wifh'd  fo  long 
At  laft  is  come,  and  I  once  more  am  near  you : 
Permit  me  now  to  view  you  crown'd  with  laurel ; 
With  that  vidlorious  laurel,  which  has  coll 
My  love  fuch  frequent  fighs. 

Adr.  [afide.']  What  fhall  I  fay  ? 

Sah, 
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Sab.  You  anfwer  not 

jidr.  I  could  not  hope,  Sabina— ► 
Might  I — but  thy  fatigue  muft  now  require 
A  needful  reft — ^\^^ho  waits  ? — Condu6i:  Sabina 
To  fome  apartment  that  befits  her  rank. 
And  honour  her  as  me. 

Sah.  Muft  I  then  leave  you  ? 
With  you  ^  came  to  feek  repofe. 

Adr.  Forgive  me. 
Some  weighty  cares  demand  me  hence. 

Sah.  The  time 
Has  been,  Sabina  was  your  firft  of  cares. 

Adr.  'Tis  true;  but  empire  now  muft  claim 
from  Adrian  " 
A  fovereign  s  duty.  [Exit, 


SCENE    X. 

Sabina,  Emirena,  AauiLius. 

Sah.  Say,  what  means  Auguftus  ? 
Aquilius,  fpeak. 

Aquil.  The  fecret  lies  not  deep 
To  fearching  eyes.     Auguftus  is  a  lover. 
And  yonder  ftands  your  rival. 

Rmir.  Gracious  emprefs, 
So.  Heaven  preferve  you  long  for  Csefar,  hear 

And 
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And  fuccour  the  difirefs'd — my  crown,  my  huf- 

band. 
My  country  and  my  father,  all  afe  loft. 

Sah.   [ajide.']  The  haughty  fair  derides  mc. 

Et?iir.  On  this  hand. 
This  royal  hand  permit  me  tlius 

Sah.  Away :  1  . 

I  am  not  yet  become  the  wife  of  Csefar, 
Nor  art  thou  wretched  as  thy  words  imply ;  " 
Since  Fortune,  leaving  ftill  thy  wonted  beauty. 
Has  little  taken  from  thee.     At  thy  choice 
Thou  may'ft  acquire  even  more  tlian  thou  haft  loft. 
And  I  perhaps  from  thee,  fome  future  time. 
May  alk  that  grace  which  now  thou  feek'ft  of  me. 

Emir.  My  ftiameful  bonds 

Sab.  No  more — I  would  be  private. 

Emir.    O !   Heaven !    what  forrows   muft  this 
breaft  endure. 

Againft  a  helplefs  maid  diftrefs'd 

No  more  fuch  rigour  fhow  : 
Ah  !  wrong  not  thus  your  noble  breaft. 

To  fcorn  a  captive's  woe. 

Truft  not  too  far  a  profperous  ftate, 

I  near  the  throne  was  born  : 
Thou  too  may'ft  know  a  prifoner's  fate. 

In  fervile  chains  to  miourn.  [Exit. 

VOL.  !ti.  N  SCENE 
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SCENE    XI. 

Sabina,  Aquilius. 

u4quil.  [a/ide,']  Now  let  us  prove  our  fortune. 

Sab.  Say,  Aquilius, 
Does  not  Sabina's  fate  excite  thy  pity  ? 

jiquil.  Yes,  I  confefs  Auguilus  moft  unjufl : 
lie  thinks  not  that  revenge  is  in  your  power.     . 
Beauty  and  virtue  both  alike  are  yours. 
What  heart  fo  cold  but  thefe  mufl  furely  warm : 
Before  his  eyes  you  fhould '■ 

Sah.   [haughtily^  M^hat  fhould  Sabina  ? 

Aqiiil,  Purfue  him  ftill  with  unabated  paffion. 
And  make  him  blufh  at  his  inconftancy. 
[afide^    The  tempeil  threats,   let  us  regain  the 
fnore.  \J^xit. 

SCENE    XII. 

Sabina  alo?ie. 

And  do  I  weep  ?    Ah  !  no — at  leaft  my  weak* 
nefs 
Shall  be  conceal'd. — But  fuch  a  cruel  flroke 
Bears  down  my  bell  refolves.     To  Afia's  clime 
I  came  to  find  my  love,  and  find  him  falfe  : 
i  find  him  with  my  rival ;  fee  him  troubled 

At 
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At  my  approach.  He  fcarcely  deigns  to  hear  me  ; 
He  flies  my  fight — and  yet  I  muft  not  weep : 
Alas !  a  rock  would  weep  at  woes  like  mine. 

-Ye  powers  !  if  juftice  mark  your  reign. 

To  me  his  heart  reftore  ; 
Nor  let  thefe  flowing  tears  in  vain 

A  lofs  like  him  deplore. 

You  know  he's  mine,  (ah  !  faithlefs  fpoufe  !) 

You  heard  his  lafl:  farewell. 
When  from  his  lips,  with  mingled  vows. 

The  parting  accents  fell.  [ExiL 

SCENE   xiir. 

^  view  of  the  imperial  palace  on  fire ;  tlie  flames 
breaking  out  from  feveral  parts  of  the  bmlding : 
fome  part  in  ruins.     Time,  night, 

OsRHOES  comes  from  the  palace,  with  a  lighted 
torch  in  his  right  hand  and  a  fword  drawn  in  his 
left.     A  train  of  Parthians  with  lighted  torches. 

Ofr,    Intrepid  Parthians !    Heaven  propitious 
fmiles 
Upon  our  bold  attempt :  turn  yet  a  moment 
And  view  the  ruins  of  yon  hoftile  palace. 
Amidfl:  our  lofs  this  fhadow  of  revenge 
Is  fome  relief — Behold  the  burfting  fires ! 

N  2  What 
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What  wreaths  of  fmoke  and  flame  afcend  the  iky ! 
O  !  would  to  all  the  Gods,  yon  walls  that  now 
The  Parthian  rage  deflroys,  within  them-  held 
The  fenators,  the  capitol,  and  Rome  ! 

SCENE    XIV. 

Enter  Pharnaspes. 

•  '-Phar.  Ofrhoes,  my  king. 

Ofr.  Pharnafpes,  look — behold 
The  work  of  Ofrhoes*  hand  ! 

\_pomtmg  to  the  flames. 

Phar.  Immortal  powers ! 
Where  is  thy  daughter  t 

OJr.  Who  can  tell  ? — Even  now. 
There,  with  her  lover,  wrapt  perchance  in  flames. 
She  fuffers  for  the  wrongs  flie  heap'd  on  thee. 

Phar.  \_go'tn^?^  O  !  Emirena  !  O  !   my  life  ! 

OJr.  Yet  hear  me 

What  would'fl;  thou  feek  ? 

Phar.  To  fave  my  love  or  perifli.  \_S^^^S'' 

Ofr.  O  !  no — forget,  far  rather,  an  ingrate 
That  has  betray'd  thee. 

Phar.  O  !  I  know  her  falfe, 
But  ftill  my  foul  adores  her. 

[enters  amidji  the  flames  and  ruins  of  the  palace*  \ 

i 

scene; 
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SCENE    XV. 

OsRHOESj  Parthians.  ^ 

0/r.  Perifh  then. 
Unthinking  youth,  while  we,  my  valiant  friends, 
Preferve  ourfelves  for  greater  deeds.     Let  each 
Call  down  his  torch  to  earth,  and  each  again 
Retire  to  his  concealment.     [/^^  Parthians  £o  out. 

Yet,  in  Ipite  --.^r  ;-s^-  -.i\ 

Of  all  my  rage  I  feel  myfelf  a  father  ;       .-v.^^Sl 
I  cannot  quit  this  place — Still,  Hill  I  turn        , 
To  yon  devoted  walls — Let  me  not  liften 
To  this  unmanly  weaknefs. — Ah  !  even  now 
Perhaps  a  dying  child  invokes  my  name  :      . ,    .  ^ 

0  I  that  Pharnafpes  may  arrive  to  fave  her !" 
Could  I  but  learn  their  fate  ! — But  whither  would 
My  inconfiderate  fteps  ?  O  Gods  !  look  there — 
Ha !  who  comes  yonder  ?  See,  the  tumult  thickens. 
And  all  the  imperial  palace  is  in  motion — 

My  friend — my  daughter — whither  fhall  I  turn  ? 

1  lofe  myfelf  and  yet  preferve  not  them. 

Since,  mighty  Gods !  you've  taken  all  from  Ofrhoes, 
Why  have  you  left  him  flill  thefe  feeble  paflions  ? 

[Exit  haftilj. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    XVI. 

'Emirena  flying  in  terror y  Pharnaspes  enters  to 
her  in  chains,  guarded. 

Emir.  Ah  !  whither  fhall  I  fly  ?  Who  now  will 
fave  me  ? 
Could  I  but  learn — O  !  Heaven  !  Pharnafpes ! 

Phar.  Princefs ! 

Emir.  And  art  thou  here  a  prifoner  ? 

Phar.  Art  thou  fafe  ? 


Emir.  Death  comes  not  to  the  unhappy*    -'"- 
Could  thy  hand  ■   .•  , 

Kindle  thefe  flarnes  ? 

Phar.  No— but  'tis  fo  believ'd. 

Emir,  Behev'd,  and  why  ? 

Phar.  Becaufe  I  am  a  Parthian, 
Becaufe  I'm  loft,  abandon'd  to  defpair, 
■Becaufe  amidft  thefe  walls  I  was  furpris'd. 

Emir,  Say,  to  what  purpofe  came  Pharnafpes 
hither? 

Phar.  To  fave  thee  and  to  die. 

Emir.  And  hadft  thou  died 
Think'ft  thou  that  Emirena  would  be  fav'd  ? 

Phar.   Why  doft  thou  mock  me  thus  ?   This 
'.■•/'.-,       feign'd  compaffion 

Exceeds 
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Exceeds  thy  cruelty.  , 

Emir.  My  feign'd  compaffion  ! 

Phar.   How  can  I  think  it  true  ?    Far  other, 
princefs. 
Thy  words  but  late  imported. 

Emir,  Words,  alas ! 
Might  differ — Emirena  was  the  fame. 

Phar.  What  meant  thy  cold  reception  ?.     **'' 

Emir.  Fear  to  raife 
The  jealoufy  of  Adrian. 

Phar.  What  from  him 
Could  Emirena  fear  ? 

Emir.  That  fhame  which  waits 
The  vanquifh'd  at  a  haughty  Roman's  triumpli  ? 

Phar.  Did  he  not  nobly  offer  thee  this  hand  ? 

Emir.  All  artifice  to  read  my  fecret  thoughts. 

Phar.  Then  am  I  Hill 

Emir.  My  only  hope,  my  life. 

Phar.  And  art  thou  then 

Emir.  Still  faithful  to  Pharnafpes  ; 
And  to  the  tomb  will  ftill  remain  unchang'd. 
And  after  death,  if  then  the  dead  retain 
Of  aught  in  life  remembrance,  fhall  thy  image 
Dwell  in  my  conftant  foul. 

Phar.  No  more,  my  love. 
Enough ;  I  here  deteft  my  jealous  doubts. 

Forgive 
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Fofgive  me,  Emirena  !  Cruel  ftars  ! 

In  your  defpite  Pharnafpes  ihall  defy 

The  rage  of  tyrants  and  the  pangs  of  fuffering. 

My  princefs  loves  me — ^yes,  her  lips  confirm  it ; 

And  midfl  your  frowns  I  (hall  be  happy  ftill. 

Emir.  Ah  !  go  not  yet. 

P^ar.  Alas !  neceffity 
Now  tears  me  from  thee. 

Emir,  Gracious  powers  !  Pharnafpes, 
What  fate  awaits  us  next  ? 

Pilar.  My  foul  is  fearlefs. 
And  death  itfelf  has  only  terrors  for  me. 
As  I'm  forbid,  alas  !  to  die  befide  thee. 

If  Fm  denied  with  thee  to  die. 

Thou  foul  of  my  delires ! 
Thy  name  fhall  mingle  with  the  figh 

That  on  my  lip  expires. 

Farewell,  dear  partner  of  my  breafl. 
Weep  not  my  fate  to  view  : 

Ah  !  think  Pharnafpes  ftill  is  blefl 

If  Emirena's  true.  [Exii  pmrded. 
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ACT  I.]  ADRIAN   IN   SYRIA.  185 

SCENE    XVII. 

Emirena  alone. 

If  it  be  true,  that  from  another's  grief 
We  find  our  own  reUev'd,  contemplate  me. 
Ye  wretched  fufferers,  and  regain  your  peace. 
In  finding  all  your  woes  furpafs'd  by  mine. 

In  vain  I  weep  my  haplefs  flate. 

As  mourns  the  widow'd  dove. 
Who,  feeking,  finds  her  captive  mate 

Divided  from  her  love. 

Still  hovering  near  his  cage  fhe  flies. 

Where  prifoner  he  remains : 
Like  her  I  go,  with  forrowing  eyes. 

To  fee  my  prince  in  chains. 


EXD    OF    THE    FIRST   ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT    II.       SCENE     L 

^gallery  in  the  apartments  of  Adrian. 

Emirena,  Aquilius. 

Aquil.  Who  fooner  than  yourfelf  can  fave  Phar- 
nafpes  ?        >;.';«  vrr:  '  -  <, 

'Tis  yours,  at  will,  to  rule  the  heart  of  Caefar  ; 
And  every  female  but  yourfelf  would  better 
Employ  a  monarch's  love. 

Emir.  Of  what  avail 
To  me,  who  love  not  Casfar,  is  the  power  ? 

Aquil.  And  muil  he  be  belov'd  to  make  him 

think  .v/g-/  . 

That  he  is  fo  ? 

Emir.  Shall  I  proclaim  a  lie  ? 

Aquil.  O  !  no — a  lie  is  now  an  artifice 
Held  grofs  and  infecure  :  true  policy 
Is  fo  to  work,  that  whom  we  would  deceive 
Should  prove  his  own  deceiver  :  let  a  figh. 
Half  check'd  with  art,  efcape  you  ;  or  a  word 
Of  doubtful  meaning  ;  or  a  glance,  that  feems 
As  taken  by  furprife  ;  a  winning  fmile  : 
The  fmallelt  a(5lion-»  filence  or  a  blufh  : 
Nay,  what  you  do  not  fpeak ;  all,  all  alike 

ShaH 
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Shall  fpread  the  fnare  ;  for  lovers  ftill  are  prone 
To  footh  their  wiihes.     He  will  think  you  love 
him,  • 

And  yet  yourfelf  may  flill  retain  the  power. 
To  fay  your  lips  had  ne'er  confefs'd  a  paffion. 

JSmir.  I  know  not  where  fuch  art  is  to  be  found. 

jiquil.  Woman  has  not  to  feek  it :  with  her 
birth 
It  grew  and  flourifh'd.     From  the  languid  eye     * 
To  drop  the  obedient  tear ;  to  drefs  the  lip 
In  fmiles  that  hold  no  commerce  with  the  heart : 
To  chace,  at  will,  the  colour  frorti  the  cheek : 
To  flufh  the  changing  features :  thefe  are  all 
The  fex's  privilege,  on  you  bellowM, 
Heaven's  voluntary  gift :  to  man  they  coft    \y.\'y 
Labour  and  deep  delign.  'r 

Emir.  Thou,  that  art  grown  :\ 

Old  in  a  court,  canft  ne'er  have  caufe  to  envy 
Talents  like  thefe.     I  deem  thou  art  not  found 
Among  the  few,  tenacious  of  the  ties 
Of  ancient  honour.     When  the  time  demands. 
Thou  know'ft  full  well  with  open  looks  to  allure 
An  unfufpe6ling  foe  ;  to  place  before  him 
The  precipice,  and  then  lament  his  fall : 
To  offer  all  thy  fervice,  but  to  feirve 
Thyfelf  alone  :  to  clothe  an  accufation 
With  treacherous  praife,  and  aggravate  a  fault     i 
Ii)  feeming  to  defend  it  i  from  the  throne 

0  To 
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To  keep  the  good  at  diftance ;  make  the  fovereign 
Hated  for  punifhments,  and  to  thyfelf 
Ufurp  the  merit  of  rewards :  beneath 
Apparent  zeal  to  hide  an  impious  purpofe. 
And  build  thy  fortune  on  another's  ruin. 

Aquil.  Thou,   Emirena,  wouldft   revenge  thy 
fex : 
I  thought  not  thus  to  touch  thee,  nor  complain 
Of  what  thou  fay'ft  :  nay  more,  to  be  lincere. 
It  feems  to  me  we  both  have  fpoken  trutl^.^r,  ^'-^ 
I  meant  but  to  advife.  -Xi^a  :X 

Mmir.  I  alk'd  for  aid,       -:1-  -il 
And  not  advice.  ^rj^n.  <.. 

Aquil.  Aquilius  ever  thought,  .        '^ -'^-J '• 

That  wholefome  counfel  gave  no  little  aidJ^  '^'^'  '^  ■ 
Believe  me,  princefs — but  farewell,  I  hear'  '"^'•'' 
Some  one  approach — ^'tis  Adrian  fure  at  hand. 

[Exit, 

SCENE     II.  ^ 

Enter  Sabina. 

Sah.  [entering^  O  !  Heavens !  my  rival  here  !^ 

Emir,  Ye  powers  !  Sabina  ! 

Sah.  Thou  art,  indeed,  moft  loyal  in  thy  care, 
Beyond  my  utmoft  thought :  the  conflagration 
Is  fcarce  extinguifh'd,  when  we  find  thee  here. 
In  thy  lov*d  Csefar's  palace. 

Emir, . 
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Emir.  Ah !  Sabina, 
How  great  is  your  injuftice  !  Caefar's  love 
Is  not  my  crime,  but  punifhment.     The  danger 
Of  poor  Pharnafpes  weighs  upon  my  foul. 
Behold  the  caufe  that  brings  me  to  thefe  walls : 
Can  I,  in  filence,  fee  him  perifh  thus  ? 
Pharnafpes  is  myfelf !  to  him  I  gave 
My  virgin  heart,  and  time  has  travell'd  long 
Since  firft  our  loves  began. 

Sab.  Speak'ft  thou  finccre. 
Or  doft  thou  feign  ? 

Emir.  O  !  I  fhould  feign  indeed. 
If  thus  I  did  not  fpeak. 

Sah.  Yet  fee'ft  thou  not 
That  pleading  in  his  caufe  but  angers  Caefar  ? 

Emir.  I  have  no  other  way. 

Sah.  Wouldft  thou  attend, 
A  better  might  be  found.     With  thy  Pharnafpes, 
Fly  from  the  palace.     Lentulus,  the  leader. 
Keeps  him  in  charge  :  he  to  my  parents  owes 
Whate'er  he  has ;  and  from  his  grateful  heart 
I  well  may  reft  afTur'd  of  ftronger  proofs 
Than  this  which  now  I  feek. 

Emir.  O  !  might,  indeed. 
Your  thoughts  fucceed. 

Sab.  Go  then  ;  prepare  fecurely 
For  thy  departure  :  to  the  greater  fountain 
In  Csefar's  gardens,  I'll  condudl  thy  fpoufe. 

2  Expc(5l 
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Expedl  me  there  before  the  fun  attains 
His  mid-day  height. 

Emir.  Ah  !  princefs,  may  I  hope 

I  am  fo  us'd  to  bear  the  frowns  of  fate. 

Sal\    Behold   my   hand ;    receive  this  certain 
pledge. 

Emir.  My  breaft  can  fcarce  contain  the  mighty 

joy  1 

O  !  generous  princefs !  happy  Emirena  ! 

By  thee  fhall  wreaths  eternal  grow, 
To  deck  the  Roman  vi6lor's  brow, 
And  all  the  adoring  world  fhall  bow  " 

To  Heaven's  fublimefl  gift  in  thee. 
While  this  imperial  hand,  that  deigns 
To  eafe  a  lover's  anxious  pains. 
O'er  fubje6l  realms  the  rule  maintains. 

And  gives  to  kings  their  liberty.       [^Exit. 

SCENE    III. 

Sab  IN  A  alone. 

When  Emirena  fhall  be  hence  remov'd, 
Perchance  my  lover  may  again  return 
To  all  his  former  kindnefs.     Every  fire. 
When  fuel  fails,  mufl  perifh  ;  and  the  flream. 
Divided  from  the  fource  that  feeds  it,  dries. 

SCENE 


ACT 
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SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Adrian. 

^dr.  [entering.']  My  life  !  my  Emirena  !   \_fees 
her.]  Heavenly  Powers ! 
What  have  I  faid  ?  \^going. 

Sab.  Why  do  you  fly  me,  Adrian  ? 
Ah !    grudge    me  not  your,  prefence   one   fhort 

moment ; 
Then,  if  you  will,  return  to  her  you  love. 

Adr.   What  fays  Sabina  ?   Does  fhe  then  be- 
lieve— 
And  who  fhould  Adrian  love  ? 

Sab.  Ah  !  hide  not  from  me 
That  candid  blufh  of  fhame;  you  know  not,  Adrian, 
To  me  how  grateful :  confcience  never  dyes 
The  cljeek  of  him  who  feels  not  he  is  guilty ; 
And  he  who  feels  his  guilt  will  foon  difclaim  it. 

Adr.  O  !  Heaven ! 

Sab.  You  figh — give  me  that  figh,  my  lord. 
Immortal  powers !  Who  once  would  have  believ'd 
A  change  like  this  ?  The  glory  of  our  Rome, 
The  hero's  pattern,  and  my  only  hope, 
Adrian  inconftant !  Is  it  poflible  ? 
It  cannot  be — ^^Vho  has  feduc'd  your  faith  ? 
Give  me  to  know  it  all. 

Adr. 
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Mr.  What  fliall  I  fay  ? 
How  is  my  foul  confus'd  ! — Ah  !  ceafe  fo  gently 
To  chide  my  falfehood ;  call  me  bafe,  betrayer ; 
Give,  give  thine  anger  vent.     I  own,  Sabina, 
Thou  juftly  may'll  reproach  me  :  thy  deferts. 
Our  mutual  interchange  of  love  ;  the  vows 
A  thoufand  times  repeated,  all  now  rife 
To  my  remembrance  ;  but  in  vain,  Sabina, 
Tm  not  myfelf.     I  know,  I  prize,  thy  virtues. 
Thy  every  charm — and  yet — a  fingle  look — 
I  hate  myfelf ;  I  loath  my  own  injuftice. 
Thy  wrongs  cry  out  for  vengeance. — DoH  thou 

wifh 
The  death  of  Adrian  ?  Take,  O  !  take  his  life  ; 
*Tis  juft,  nor  will  I  murmur. — Would'fl  thou  tear 
The  facred  laurel  from  Auguftus'  brow. 
He  gives  it  to  thy  hand  :  the  happy  world 
With  joy  will  bend  beneath  thy  virtuous  fway. 

SaL   I  alk  your  heart   and  not  your  empire, 
Adrian. 

uidr.  This  heart  was  thine,  and,  witnefs  Hea- 
ven !  I  ftrove 
To  keep  it  all  thy  own.     The  Gods,  Sabina, 
Beheld  my  fecret  thoughts :  all  Afia's  beauties 
To  me  were  nothing  :  long,  ah  !  long  I  deem'd 
The  loveliell  glances  cold  compar'd  to  thine. 

Sak  And  yet 

Mr.  And  yet — I  know  not  how,  fecure 

In 
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In  confcious  virtue  I  forgot  defence, 

And  love  furpris'd  me.     FluOrd  with  vidlor}-. 

My  paffions  vvarm'd  with  all  the  warrior's  ardour 

Was  Emirena  firft  condu6led  to  me. 

The  foul  in  tumult  oft  imbibes  with  eafe"  " 

A  new  afFe^Uon.     I  beheld  her  chain'd        •  t Vv 

Implore  my  pity,  felt  her  prefs  my  hand,    "  '^r-^ 

And  bathe  it  with  her  tears,  while  on  my  face 

She  fix'd  her  fuppliant  eye  with  fuch  a  look— 

— .Ah  !   had  Sabina  feen  her  then,  the  light 

Had  urg'd  even  her  to  pardon  Adrian's  weaknefs. 

Salf.  It  is  too  much — Not  only  to  forfake  me. 
But  dare  avow  it ;  to  my  face  extol 
The  charms  of  her,  my  rival  for  thy  heart ! 
And  doil  thou  further  hope  Sabina,  mov'd       ",  , 
To  hear  thy  fuffering,  fhould  excufe  thy  guilt  ? 
Unheard-of  tyranny  !  Have  I  deferv'd 
A  recompenfe  like  this  ?  Barbarian  !  traitor  ! 
Ungrateful  Adrian  !       \^fmks  on  a  feat  and  weeps » 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

E?iter  Aauiiius  behitid. 

Aquil.  [apart.^   Ha  !  Sabina  here  ! 

.  Ad?:  [ajide.^  Her  tears  have  touch' d  my  foul.. 

[/o  her.^   Ah  !   fair  Sabina, 
Take  comfort,  Adrian  will  again  return 
To  wear  thy  happy  chains ;  again  be  thine. 

Aquil.  [a^arf.~\  Malicious  ftars ! 

voj,.  II.  9  Sab' 
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'    Sah.  [tenderly  7\  Indeed ! 

jidr.  I  yield  to  pity  ; 
Pity,  the  gentle  harbinger  of  love. 

Sab.  Scarce  can  I  yet  believe 

Aquil.   \apart^  Now,  policy 
Once  more  affift  me. 

Sab.  Should'ft  thou  yet  again 
See  Emirena  ?  . 

Adr.  Never,  never  more         , 
Willi  behold  her. 

Sab.  Canft  thou,  Adrian,  truft 
Thy  bofom's  firmnefs  ? 

Adr.  *Tis  refolv'd ;  and  all 
The  will  determines,  foon  the  deed  confirms. 

Aquil.    [coming  forward^    The  lovely  captive 
princefs  has  requefted 
To  kneel  before  your  feet :  long  has  fhe  fought, 
^ut  fought  you,  fir,  in  vain. 

Sab.  [ajde.']  Now  comes  the  trial. 

Adr.  Aquilius,  no  ;  I  mull  no  more  behold  her : 
At  length  'tis  time  remembrance  fiiould  recall 
My  faithful,  kind  Sabina. 

^ab.   [ajide.']  Joyful  founds ! 

Aquil.  'Tis  furely  juft  ;  but  little  is  the  boon 
Poor  Emirena  aflcs.     Will  you  deny 
To  her  alone  what  all  obtain  ?  'Tis  trae 
She  is  a  captive,  but  was  born  a  queen, 

.         -'  Adr. 
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Adr.  'Tis  fairly  fpoken.    Surely,  my  Sabina, 
'Twere  cruel  not  to  hear  her. 

Sah.   [afide.']  O  !  my  heart ! 

Adr.  I'll  hear  her  in  thy  prefence  :  where  is  then 
Thy  fear  ?  Yet  ftay  and  thou  fhalt  fee 

Sab.   \rijing.']   O  !  no,  • 

Thou  haft  enough  deceived  my  eafy  faith. 


Enough  for  me  my  love  lincere, 

Ingrate  !  is  thus  repaid ; 
But  think  not  ftill  I'll  linger  here 

To  fee  myfelf  betray'd. 

I  know  thy  beft  refolves  are  weak 

Thy  paffion  to  control : 
Thine  eyes,  that  ftill  their  obje6l  feek. 
Thy  ftghs  and  reftlefs  alliens  fpeak 

The  feelings  of  thy  foul.  [Exit* 


"'^ 


SCENE    VI. 

Adrian,  AauiLius. 

Aquil.  I  fly  to  bring  fair  Emirena.  \_S°'^^S' 

Adr.  No, 
Forbear  awhile. 

Aquil.  Can  you  to  her  refufe 
This  juftice,  Caefar  ? 

Adr,  I  refufe  her  not. 

o  2  But 
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But  at  this  moment — ^Didft  thou  hear  Sabina  ? 
Love  goads  me  on,  while  reafon  checks  the  rein. 
I  would  !  but  O  !  ye  powers,  what  pain  to  think— 

Aquil.   Speak,  fpeak,  my  lord ;  unlefs  I  knovr 
.„  your  grief 
How  fhall  I  give  you  comfort  ? 

Adr.  Speak  ?  alas ! 
Myfelf  I  know  not  what  my  thoughts  intend. 

[Exit^ 

^     SCENE    VII. 

Aquilius  alone. 

Be  firm,  my  heart :  though  vi6tory  be  near 
As  yet  'tis  not  mature..    The  love  of  Csefar, 
The  anger  of  Sabina,  both  alike 
War  on  my  fide  :  the  battle  is  at  hand. 
But  let  us  not  too  raihly  rilk  the  field. 

Of  old  the  experienc'd  warrior  tried 
To  watch  each  motion  of  the  foe ; 

Refi:rain'd  his  warmth,  each  vantage  fpy'd. 
And  cautious  dealt  the  Ikilful  blow. 

With  hand  and  foot  alike  he  feign' d. 
By  turns  to  advance,  by  turns  to  yield ; 

Till  one  propitious  moment  gain'd 

The  envied  laurels  of  the  field.         [Exit* 

'    '  SCENE 
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SCENE     VIII.        aiTiiviiV 
The  gardens  hehng'mg  to  the  palace, 

Emirexa  alone. 

Ah  !  why,  my  love,  this  long  delay  ? 
Each  moment  feems  a  tedious  day. 

S  C  E  N  E    IX. 

Enter  Sabina  ixj'ith  Pharnaspes^ 

Sah.  \to  Phar.]  Behold  your  fpoufe. 

Thar.  My  lovely  Emirena. 

Emir,  Art  thou  indeed  my  prince  ?  I  fcarce  be- 
lieve 
The  blifs  lincere. 

Vhar.  At  length,  my  deareft  princefs 


Sah.  The  time  admits  not  now  fuch  fond  ex- 
change 
Of  mutual  tranfports :  think  of  fpeedy  fafety. 
This  unfrequented  paflage,  veil'd  in  glooiu, 
Is  open  for  your  flight,  by  Lentulus 
Reveal'd  to  me  :  not  diftant  from  the  entrance 
It  branches  in  two  ftraiter  paths  :  the  right 
Leads  to  the  river,  and  the  left  the  palace. 
Avoid  the  fecond.     Go,  my  friends,  fecure ; 
May  Fortune  guide  and  Love  protect  your  Hep*. 

Emir,  O  !  generous  emprefs  ! 
■-  .  Thar. 
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Phar.  Moll  exalted  fair-one  ! 
What  gratitude  from  us 

Sah.  I  afk  but  little  : 
Ah  !  think  of  me  fometimes,  and  if  amidfl 
Your  happinefs  you  recollect  Sabina, 
Afford  one  pitying  figh  to  my  misfortunes.    • 

Ye  gentle  pair^  from  realms  above 
Shine  every  ftar  to  blefs  your  love. 
Nor  give  your  life,  like  mine,  to  prove 

Misfortune's  cruel  frown.  A 

I  envy  not  your  forrows  reft. 
But  hope  to  find,  with  grief  opprefs'd. 
That  pity  in  fonie  feeling  breaft 

Which  mine  to  you  has  fhown.         [Exit, 

SCENE    X. 

Pharnaspes,  Emirena, 

Phar.  And  art  thou  mine  ?  Alas !  I  fear,  and 
flill 
Some  vilion  feems  to  mock  me. 

Emir,  Let  us  fly, 
Unlefs  we  mean  to  find  our  blifs  a  viiion, 

[they  go  towards  the  pcijfage, 

Phar,  Stay,  Emirena —  [J^^JtP^S  ^^^^' 

Emir.  Wherefore  ? 

Phar.  Hear'fl  thou  pot 

The 
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The  clafh  of  arms  ? 

Emir.  I  heard  indeed  the  found  ; 
But  whence  it  came  I  know  not. 

Phar.  From  the  path 
Where  hes  our  deftin'd  way. 

Emir.  Alas  ! — 

Phar.  My  love. 
Be  not  difmay'd — conceal  thyfelf,  while  I 
Explore  the  caufe  of  this  ill-tim'd  ^larm. 

Emir.  What  can  this  mean  ? — ^Kind  ftars,  bcr 
tray  me  not.  [conceals  her/elf, 

S  C  E  N  E    XI. 

Enter  Osrhoes  in  a  Roman  habit,  his  Jword 
drawn  and  Moody,  from  the  pajfage  j^ointed  out 
hy  Sabina. 

Ofr.  [entering^  Now  let  the  tyrant  to  the  in-, 
fernal  fhades 
Relate  the  trophies  of  his  boalled  Rome. 

Phar.  And  whither  goes  my  fovereign  thus  dif-. 
guis'd 
With  Roman  veft  and  Roman  arms  ? 

Ofr.  My  friend. 
We  are  reveng'd — the  univerfe  is  freed 
From  its  opprefTor — ^Lo  !  the  happy  fwoi  d 
That  boafts  of  Adriaji's  death. 

Phar, 
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Phar.  What  fays  my  king  ? 

Ofr.   Know,  prince,  that  oft  our  hated  foe  was 
wont 
To  tread  this  fecret  path,  which  late  to  me 
One  of  his  train  difclos'd.     The  power  of  gold 
Could  find  a  traitor  even  in  Tiber's  heroes. 
Thus  drefs'd  I  lurk'd  in  ambufli,  till  Auguftus 
Drew  near  with  one  attendant,  when  this  hand  . 
Difpatch'd  the  tyrant. 

Phar.  But  deceiv'd  in  darknefs, 
Might  not  your  erring  hand  have  mifs'd  the  foe 
And  flain  his  follower  ? 

Ofr.  This  was  well  forefeen. 
As  he  drew  near,  his  treacherous  fervant  feign'd 
To  fall  as  if  by  chance  :  this  wile  expos'd 
The  life  of  Caefar  and  fecur'd  his  ow|i. 

Emir,  \loohng  outJ]  What  is  that  Roman  ?  In 
his  hand  a  weapon 
Seems  llain*d  with  blood — Could  I  but  view  at 

leaft 
His  features  now  conceal' d ^ 

Phar.  What  courfe  remains  ? 
Should  we  purfue  the  path  you  trod  but  now 
We  may  encounter  numbers,  whom  the  rumour 
Has  gather'd  hither.     Every  way  43efide 
Is  watch'd  by  guards  and  menials. 

0/r.  Let  our  fwords 
Then  hew  a  paliage  through  them, 

Phar, 
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rjiiir.  No — refervc 
Such  delperate  hazard  for  the  extreme  of  danger  : 
Firlt  let  me  prove  what  means  may  yet  be  found 
For  fafer  flight. 

Emir,   [lijicn'mg^  My  ears  attempt  in  vaia 
To  catch  their  cautious  whifpers. 

FJmr.  Midfl  thefe  fliades 
Awhile  remain  conceal'd  :  with  inftant  fpeed 
I  will  return. 

Off.  Delay  not ;  if  thou  doft 
.  Ofrhoes  will  hence  and  tempt  his  fate  alone. 

\conceaJs  himfelf  in  the  grove, 

Thar.  This  path  will  lead  me — no — I  am  de- 
ceiv'd — 
'Tis  furely  here — 'What  if  I  take  the  way 
Prefcrib'd  us  by  Sabina  ?  Caefar's  fate 
Perchance  is  yet  unknown,  and  ere  the  alarm 
Is  fpread,  or  guards  arrive,  we  may  efcape — 
— It  fliall  be  fo.  [^^^'^^  he  meets  Adrian. 


SCENE    XII. 

Enter  Adrian  tvith  a  drawn  fivord  and  guards^ 

Adr.   [rneeting  Phar.]   Stay,  traitor. 

Phar.  Mighty  Gods! 
What  do  I  fee  ! 

2  Mr^ 
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Adr.  Ho  !  guards,  ftop  every  pafs 
That  favours  flight. 

Tha^.  I  am  motionlefs  with  wonder. 

Emir,  [advancing  to  lift  en  ^  Alas  !  we  are  dif- 
cover'd. 

Adr,  Doft  thou  gaze 
To  fee  me  yet  alive  ?  Ungrateful  man  ! 
Who    hop'd  but   now   to   pierce   the  breaft  of 

Adrian. 
Thy  barbarous  infults,  when  the  ftroke  was  given 
Reveal'd  thy  impious  purpofe. 

Emir,   [lijiening.']  Yes,  the  error 
Is  now  apparent ;  he  who  lurks  conceal'd, 
He  is  the  traitor. 

Adr.  Doft  thou  anfwer  nothing  ? 
Perfidious  !  wherefore  cam'ft  thou  ?  What  defign 
Urg'd  thee  to  this  ?  Who  loos'd  thy  fetters  ?  Speak. 

Phar.  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Adr.  Not  fpeak  ! — Let  him  be  dragg'd 
By  force  to  prifon — ^lence. 

Emir.   \difcov€7'ing  her/elf^   Hold  !   hold  !  and 
hear  me — — 
O  !  he  is  innocent. 

Phar.  Alas ! 

Emir.  Look  there : 
That  grove  conceals  the  traitor. 
,  \_goes  towards  Ofrhoes, 

6  Phar. 
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,   Fhar.  Heavens !  forbear.  \to  fimir, 

EmW.  Behold  him,  Caefar. 

\_pointing  to  Ofrhoes,  who  comes  forward, 

Ofr.  Yes — behold  in  me 
The  man  you  feek. 

Emir,  [niotionlefs^  My  father  I 

j4dr.  Parthia's  king 
Cloth' d  in  a  Roman  garb  !  Are  all  alike 
.In  treafon  leagu'd  againll  me  ? 

Ofr.  I  alone  \ 

Thirft  for  thy  blood  :  'tis  true  my  (word  has  err*d. 
But,  if  thou  giv'ft  me  life,  this  hand  fhall  yet 
Retrieve  its  firft  miftake. 

^dr.  To  aflault  me  thus 
With  treacherous  rage  in  darknefs  ?  Then  to  feize 
The  moment  when  I  fell. 

Ofr.  Malicious  fortune ! 
'Twas  this  deceiv'd  me.     Thy  attendant's  art 
Had  plann'd  a  fall  with  purpofe  to  betray  thee  ; 
But  by  thy  cafual  fall  I  mifs'd  the  lignal, 
And  ilaughter'd  him  for  thee. 

Jldr.  Is  this,  barbarian. 
Is  this  my  recompenfe  ?  Deprefs'd  and  vanquifti'd 
J  bade  thee  welcome  to  imperial  Rome^  " 
And  offer' d  thee  her  friendfhip 

Ofr.  Impious  Romans  1 
Such  is  your  name  indeed  for  tyranny : 

Your 
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Your  friends  are  flaves,  and  o^'e^  thefe  you  reign. 

u4dr.  We  are  but  faithful  guardians  of  the  laws : 
Who  feek  to  league  with  us  are  not  fiibje^ted 
To  us,  but  juftice  ;  though  with  you  I  know 
juftice  is  tyranny. 

Ofr.  And  who,  proud  Romans, 
Made  you  her  guardians  and  interpreters  ? 
Do  you  partake  witli  Gods  their  heavenly  councils? 
Or  are  you  Gods  yourfelves  ? 

Adr.  Though  far,  O  !  far 
From  us  the  name  of  Gods,  at  leaft  their  virtues 
We  feek  to  imitate  ;  and  he,  whofe  mind  : 

Is  framed  like  theirs,  to  others  is  a  God. 

Ofr.  Are  thefe  your  marks  of  deity,  to  thiril 
For  plunder'd  wealth  ?  To  defolate  a  kingdom  ? 
To  give  a  loofe  to  lawlefs  love  ?  To  opprefs 
A  guiltlefs  rival  ?  To  betray  a  woman — 

j4dr.  Thou  doft  too  much  abufe  my  clemency. 
Ho  !  guards,  to  feparate  dungeons  bear  thefe  trai- 
tors 
To  await  their  punifhment. 

Phar.  And  Emirena  ? 

j4dr.  The  ingrate  fhall  fufFer. 

Phar,  O  !  unjuft  and  cruel !  '. 

What  crime  in  her  can  merit  Csefar's  vengeance  ? 


Adr, 
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jiiJr.  You  know  on  each  my  wrath  (liould  fall. 
Since  all  are  foes,  with  infults  all 

Againft  my  peace  combine. 
Here  jealous  Rage  and  ftern  Difdain, 
Remorfe  and  Love  unfeeling  reign. 

Here  all  their  liorments  join, 

\_po'mts  to  his  hreajl^ 
The  Furies  on  the  dreary  Ihore, 
Where  black  Cocytus'  waters  roar. 

Can  add  no  pangs  to  mine.  \Ex}t. 

SCENE    XIIL 

OsRHOES,  Pharnaspes,  Emirena,  guards. 

Emir.  My  father  1  Ihall  I  dare  to  call  thee  fa- 
ther ? 
Have  I  not  murder'd  thee  ? — If  yet  thy  love — 

Ofr.  Away — nor  fhake  my  conflancy. 

Rmir.  Alas  ! 
Well  may'ft  thou  drive  me  from  thee — O  \  forgiiwe 
Your  Emirena — See  me  here,  my  fiither. 
Low  at  your  feet. 

Ofr.  Leave,  leave  me,  0 1  my  daughter ; 
I've  no  refentment  kindled  againft  thee : 
In  this  embrace  receive  my  love  and  pardon. 
Farewell  the  deareft  part  of  Ofrhoes'  being  1 

Rmlr., 
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Emir.  O  !  fatal,  lad  adieu  ! 
Pilar.  O  !  cruel  parting  ! 

JEmlr,  That  kind  embrace,  that  tender  figh. 

That  pardon  given,  that  fpeaking  eye. 

But  add  to  all  my  former  pain. 

And  deeper  dye  the  guilty  ftain  ! 

What  I  have  prov'd,  what  thou  haft  been 

My  confcious  heart  with  anguifh  keen 

Too  late  laments,  and  heavier  mourns 

The  crime  that  thus  thy  love  returns.  \_Exif. 

SCENE    XIV.       • 

OSRHOES,    PHARNASPES. 

Phar.   O  !  would  to  Heaven  my  blood  could 
yet  fuffice 
To  free  my  king  and  fave  my  Emirena  ! 

OJr,    Enough,   my  friend,   I  was   before  un- 
mann'd. 
Why  wilt  thou  too  confpire  againft  my  virtue  ? 
No ;  let  the  foe,  to  his  confulion,  fee  me 
Superior  to  his  threats ;  behold  me  faU 
Unconquer'd  ftill^  and  dread  me  even  in  death. 


The 
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The  lion,  late  refiftlefs  found. 
That  finks  beneath  a  mortal  wound. 
And  fees  his  blood  diftain  the  ground. 

Will  unfubdu'd  appear. 
Not  death  his  fiercenefs  can  aflliage  ; 
The  liunter,  that  could  once  engage 
The  lordly  beaft,  his  dying  rage 

Now  ftrikes  with  panic  fear.  [Exif, 

S  C  E  N  E    XV. 

Pharnaspes  alone. 

How  is  my  foul  flill  bound  with  mortal  tics 
To  this  unhappy  frame  !  thus,  thus  to  bear 
Such  load  of  wretchednefs  !  Unpitying  flars ! 
O  !  take  me  hence  and  let  me  reft  for  ever. 

'Tis  falfe  that  mortals*  vital  breath 

With  forrow  muft  decay  ;      ,  ' 

That  every  ill,  which  brings  not  death, 
^  Will  lightly  pafs  away. 

No  thought  that  fooths  man's  fuffering  kind 

To  me  can  comfort  give  : 
My  woes  would  fhake  the  firmed  mind. 

And  yet,  alas !  I  live.  l_Emf. 

KND    OP    THE    SECOND    ACT. 

ACT 
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ACT   III.     SCENE   1. 

A  hall  ivith  feats, 

Sabixa,  AauiLius. 

Sah.  Muft  I  depart,  and  is  he  then  fo  blind. 
So  loft  to  juftice  ?  Say,  what  guilt  is  mine 
That  Adrian  feeks  to  piinifh  ? 

Aqu'il.  Adrian  found 
That  you  were  privy  to,  and  firft  advis'd 
The  flight  of  Emirena  and  Pharnafpes. 
He  thinks  his  guard  feduc'd  by  )'ou ;  and  knows 
So  well  to  aggravate  your  fault,  that  all 
Who  hear  the  fentence  praife  his  clemency. 

8ah.  I  thought  but  to  fecure  for  me  his  heart 
By  ftudying  only  to  advance  his  glory. 
And  make  a  rival  happy ;  not  impell'd 
By  hate  or  anger,  but  by  love  and  pity. 
In  this  I  could  not  err,  or  if  I  err'd. 
Such  error  fure  was  venial. 

Aquil.  Yes,  Sabina, 
I  know  it  well ;  and  Cacfar  too  perhaps 
Knows  it  not  lefs ;  but  gladly  thus  admits 
A  fair  pretence. 

Sah.  'Tis  well ;  then  let  him  fee  me. 
And  blufh  at  his  own  fentence. 

Aquil,  'Tis  his  charge 

That 
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That  I  forbid  you  now  to  appear  before  him. 

Sah.  O  Heaven  \  but  muft  I  then  depart  un- 
heard ? 

^quil.  It  muft  be  fo. 

Saf.  And  when  ?  ^l  i-'""  ^f'f  »•';'"'  "^  I 

Aquil.  The  Ihips  are  now 
Prepar'd  for  your  reception." 

Sah.  Such  command 
Jt  ill  befits  Sabina  to  obey, 

Aquih  Ah  !  yet  fubmit,  or  you  are  loft — depart. 
Truft  to  my  faithful  care.     You  fhall  fubdue       \ 
By  yielding  to  him.     I  will  watch  the  moment. 
And  urge  him  to  recall  you. 

Sah.  Yet,  at  leaft 
Tell  him,  Aquilius-— -  . 

Aquil.  Go:  there  needs  no  more  ; 
I  underftand  whate'er  yOur  lips  would  utter. 

Sah.  Tell  him  he's  faithlcfs  and  unjuft. 
He  breaks  with  me  a  lover's  truft— 
Yet,  ah  !  refrain,  and  rather  fay 
That  parting  I  his  will  obey. 

And  fay  how  much  I  love. 
Should  you  perceive  a  ftifled  figh, 
Or  tear  juft  ftarting  from  his  eye, 
'  Ah  !  bid  him  for  a  moment  turn ; 
And  ere  I  feek  the  filent  urn. 

His  pity  let  me  prove.  [Exit. 

.    YOL.  II.  p  SCENE 
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S   C  E  N  E     II. 

Aquilius  alone. 

I  firft  have  plann'd  to  fend  Sabina  hence. 
And  fondly  then  repine  at  her  departure. 
Think  better,  O  !  my  heart,  refiding  here 
To  thee  fhe's  loft  ;  her  prefence  in  Auguftus 
Revives  his  dying  virtue.     Ill,  Aquilius, 
Thou    bear'ft    thy  lov'd- one's  abfence ;   but  re- 
member 
Short  fufFerance  now  enfures  thee  years  of  blifs. 

The  fliooting  vine  more  fertile  fprings 

Beneath  the  planter's  knife  ; 
Her  ripen'd  clufters  larger  brings. 

And  blooms  with  frefher  life. 

In  warm  Arabia's  climate  found 

The  odorous  balfam  trills  ; 
But  from  the  bark's  infli(9:ed  wound 

Alone  the  juice  diftills. 

SCENE    III. 

Etiter  ADraAN.  ' 

^ilr.  What  haft  thou  gain'd,  Aquilius  ? 

Aqidl.  Nothing  gain'd : 
Sabina,  fir,  is  conftant  to  depart. 

Adr^ 
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Adr.  She  has  indeed  too  jull  a  caufe  for  anger. 

Aquil.  Bitt  yet  fo  gentle  her  complaints,  it  feems 
As  if  fome  other  muft  have  touch'd  her  heart ; 
And  much  I  doubt  fhe  makes  a  fpecious  plea 
Of  your  inconllancy  to  veil  her  own, 

Adr,  I  like  it  not :  this  temper  in  a  woman 
Excites  fufpicion.     Let  us  feek  Sabina. 

Aqutl.  My  lord,  you  have  forgot  the  Parthian 
king. 
My  counfel  you  approv'd,  and  meant  to  appeafe 

him : 
I've  fent  for  Ofrhoes,  and  he  waits  your  fummons. 
When  all  is  ready  to  complete  your  purpofe 
You  ftill  remain  confus'd  and  unrefolv'd. 

Adr.    Alas !   thou  know'ft  not  what  a  war  of 
thought 
Now  agitates  my  bofom.     Rome,  the  fenate, 
Sabina,  Emirena,  love  and  glory. 
All,  all  are  prefent  to  me,  while  in  vain 
I  feek  to  reconcile  my  jarring  paflions. 
On  every  fide  I  fear  fome- threatening  rock  : 
I  choofe,  repent,  and  long  perplex'd  in  doubt, 
I  know  not  good  from  ill,  till  driven  at  laft 
To  fudden  choice,  I  choofe /rom  all,  the  worll. 

Aquil.   Ah !    ceafe,   my  fovereign,  to  torment 
yourfelf : 
You  have  within  your  arms  the  fair  for  whom 
You  ligh,  and  fear  to  clafp  her  to  your  bofom. 

p  2  I  cannot 
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I  cannot  bear  yout  griefs  :  permit  me,  fir. 
To  introduce  the  king, 

Mr.  Yet  ftay— if  ftill— 

jiquil.  No  more  of  doubts,  my  lord. 

Adr,  Adl  as  thou  wih.  [Exit  AquiUurf. 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Adrian  alone. 

What  will  the  world  then  fay  ?  To  cherifh  ^ifc 
is  nature's  law ;  and  thus  opprefs'd  with  anguilh, 
I  cannot  live  depriv'd  of  Emirena. 

i. 
SCENE    V. 
Enter  Osrhoes  and  Aquilius. 

Ofr.  Why  am  I  fummon'd  here  ? 

uidr.  Let  Parthia's  king 
Be  feated  and  attend ;  and  though  his  anger 
Rejeds  the  peace,  he  may  vouchfafe  a  truce,  \_fits, 

Ofr.  My  nature  cannot  brook  a  long  forbear- 
ance. \_J^^^' 
Aquil.  Aquilius,  now  thy  fate  determines. 

\ajide. 

Adr.  Ofrhoes, 
All  things  on  earth  muil  change,  and  fhall  we  find 

Our 
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Our  enmity  alone  endure  for  ever  ? 

Peace  is  become  as  ufeful  to  the  vidor 

As  needful  to  the  vanquifh'd  :  food  for  ftrifc 

Is  wanting  now  between  us  :  adverfe  fate 

So  much  from  thee  has  taken  :  bounteous  Heaven 

Has  given  fo  much  to  Adrian,  that  no  more 

Is  left  for  thee  to  lofe,  or  me  to  conquer. 

Ofr.  O  !  yes — my  hatred  yet  remains  unfhaken; 
That  flill  is  mine,  and  fhall  fuffice  for  Ofrhoes. 

Aquil.  Barbarian  !  favage  !  [afide. 

Adr.  Boaft  not  that  as  good. 
Which,  when  poflefs'd,  torments  its  own  pofleflbr : 
Thou  haft  a  better  way  to  footh  thy  pride. 
Know,  thou  art  the  arbiter  of  my  repofe. 
As  Adrian  of  thy  life.     So  Heaven  diredls 
The  events  of  human  kind,  that  each  to  each 
By  turns  is  needful ;  and  the  happieft  man. 
From  him  that  is  moft  wretched,  often  finds 
Something  to  hope  or  fear.    Speak  thou  the  wgrd. 
And  Emirena's  mine  :  if  I  but  will  it, 
Ofrhoes  is  free,  and  once  again  a  king. 
Let  us,  my  friend,  make  ufe  of  cither's  power 
To  both  our  good.     I  afk  from  thee  in  gift 
Thy  daughter's  hand,  and  offer  thee  a  throne. 

Aquil.  [afide.']  I  tremble  for  his  anfwer. 

Adr.  Speak  :  what  fay'ft  thou  ? 
Thou  fmil'ft,  but  doft  not  fpeak. 

Ofr.  And  fhall  I  think 

Adrian 
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Adrian  fo  weak  ? 

j4dr.  Alas !  too  furely,  Gfrhoes. 
What  boots  it  to  diflemble  ?  If  I  fee  i)ot 
Fair  Emirena  knit  with  me  in  marriage. 
Nor  peace,  nor  happincfs,  nor  hfe  is  mine. 

Ofr.   Since  then  fo  little  ferves  to  make  thee 
happy, 
I  am  content — Go,  call  my  daughter  hither. 

Adr.  Thou  doft  accept  my  offer  ? 

Ofr.  Who  would  e'er 
Refufe  fuch  offer  ? 

Adr.  Thou  haft  given  me  back 
My  loft  repofe.     Aquilius,  fee  the  princefs 
Conducted  hither. 

Aquil.  Caefar,  I  obey. 
\aftde^  Sabina  is  my  own,  \Ex'it^ 


SCENE    VI, 

Adrian,  Osrhoes, 

Adr.  I  now  begin 

To  hve  once  more.  Guards,  from  the  ^Parthian 

king 

Take  off  his  chains.  \^^uards  enter ^ 

Ofr.  Yet  ftay — I  will  not,  Adrian, 
Enjoy  thy  gifts  ere  thou,  haft  tafted  mine. 

Adr^ 
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Adr.  Vain  fcruple  !  ]Pxecute  my  will. 

Ofr.  Forbear :  - 
Depart  my  friends.  \_guards  go  out, 

Adr.  Fain  would  I  fee  thee  eas'd 
Of  that  injurious  load. 

Ofi\  I  am  fo  happy 
Contemplating  the  future,  that  my  limbs 
Feel  not  their  fhackles. 

Adr.  Yet  the  princefs  comes  not.    [looking  out, 

Ofr.  No  lefs  is  my  impatience  than  thy  own. 

Adr.  I  go  to  haften  her, 

X)fr,  Behold,  fhe'jhere, 

SCENE    VII.  v^Y^ 

Enter  Emirena, 

Adr.  Mod  lovely  Emirena —         [meeting  her, 

Ofr.  Better  firft 
It  fits  for  me  to  unfold  our  purpofe  to  her. 

Adr.  'Tis  true. 

Emir,  [ajide.']  What  mean  their  looks  and  glad 
deportment? 

Ofr,    Amidft   our   fufferings,   ftill,  my  deareft 
daughter. 
We  may  rejoice.   Would'ft  thou  believe  it  ?  Yes, 
I,  in  thy  beauty,  find  a  recompenfe 

For 
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For  all  my  loflcs  paft. 

Emir.  What  means  my  father  ? 
•"  jidr.  [^0  Emir.]  The  flame  fincere - 

Ofr.  Firft,  Adrian,  kt  me  fpeak. 

Adr.  Even  as  thou  wilt. 

Ofr.  [to  Emir.]  Such  virtue  in  thine  eyes 
Indulgent  Heaven  has  lavilh'd,  that  our  vi<5lor 
Becomes  our  Have  :  he  fighs  for  thee,  and  offers 
All  for  thy  fake  ;  forgets  our  enmity. 
And  Hoops  to  be  a  fuppliant :  he  abhors 
His  life  without  thee,  and  in  thee  adores 
His  tutelary  goddefs. 

Adr.  [to  Emir.]  Yours  the  power 

Ofr.  [to  him.']  I  have  not  finifh'd  yet.  ' 

Adr.  [afde.]  He  tortures  me. 
With  this  delay. 

Q/r.  [to  Emir.]  Now,  hear  a  father's  voice. 
And  in  the  deep  recefles  of  thy  heart 
Engrave  his  laft  command  :  let  me  at  leaft  • 
In  dying  leave  thee  my  avenger- — hate 
The  tyrant  with  a  hatred  great  as  mine. 
Which  unextinguifh'd  here  for  ever  flames. 
And  this  be  thy  inheritance. 

Adr.  Ha  !  Ofrhoes ! 

Ofr.  Let  neither  fear  nor  hope  unite  thee  to  him; 
View  him  henceforth  in  every  pang  of  fuffering. 
With  frenzy  burn  and  rage  with  hopelefs  love. 

Adr, 
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Adr.  Juft  Gods !  infulted  thus  ! 

Ofr.  Now,  Caefar,  fpeak : 
Ofrhoes  has  finifh'd. 

Adr.  Rafli,  unhappy  man  !  > 

Doft  thou  not  know  thou  call'Il  the  thunder  down 
That  foon  may  crufh  thee  ? 

Ofr.  Rave,  thou  haughty  tyrant. 
Thy  anguifh  is  my  triumph. 

Adr.  Gods !  what  fury  ! 
Can  man  refemble  thus  the  favage  kind  ? 
I  gaze,  and  all  my  anger's  loft  in  wonder. 

Barbarian  I  whether  rage  may  burn. 

Or  madnefs  feize  th)'  brain, 
With  horror  from  that  face  I  turn. 

Where  all  the  furies  reign. 

The  wounded  boar,  the  trodden  fnake. 

The  lion  in  the  wild  ; 
The  tigrefs,  when  her  young  they  take, 

Compar'd  with  thee  are  mild.  [Exit. 

SCENE    VIII. 

OSRHOES,    EmIRENA. 

Ofr.  My  daughter,  if  thou  lov'ft  me,  lo  !  the 
time 
To  give  it  proof :  affift  thy  wretched  father, 

WhQ 
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Who  begs  compaffion  from  thee. 

Emir.  If  my  blood 
Can  give  you  peace^  'tis  yours — it  flows  for  you. 

Ofr.  O  !  fnatch  mc  from  the  Roman  tyrant's 
power ; 
1 — But,  ha  !  I  fee  thee  free  from  chains. 

Emir.  Auguflus, 
Who  found  us  innocent  of  all  attempts 
Againft  his  life,  to  me  and  to  Pharnafpes 
Gave  inllant  freedom.     But  what  aid  for  you 
Can  I  beflow  ? 

Off.  A  fword  !  a  dagger  !  poifon  ! 
Death,  death  in  any  fhapc. 

Emir.  What  fays  my  father  ? 
Mufl  thefe  be  proofs  of  love  ?  A  daughter's  hand 
Supply 'the  cruel  means !  The  thought  alone 
Chills  me  with  horror  I — 'Tis  in  vain  you  afk  it — > 
My  heart  abhors  the  talk,  and  though  my  heart 
Inhuman  fhould  confent,  my  confcious  hand 
Would  tremble  and  refufe  its  dreadful  office. 

Ofr.  Away.   I  deem'd  thee  worthier  of  thy  race. 
And  doft  thou  ftartle  at  the  name  of  death  ? 
Infirm  of  purpofe  !  know  that  Ofrhoes'  daughter 
Should  learn  to  view  it  with  a  fteadier  eye. 


A  noble 
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A  noble  foul  no  tumult  knows. 
When  life  draws  near  its  fated  clofe : 
The  trembling  coward  only  knows 

The  fear  that  gives  to  death  its  pain. 
'Tis  falfe  to  name  the  dying  hour. 
The  worft  of  ills  mankind  deplore  : 
Which  bids  the  affli6led  foul  no  more 

The  galling  load  of  life  fuflain.         [Exif, 

SCENE    IX. 

EnUr  Fharnaspes. 

Emir.  Unhappy  Emirena !  O  !  for  counfel 
In  this  extreme  of  woe  ! 

P/iar.  [entering^  Hafte,  Emirena, 

Etnir,  Hafte,  whither  ? 

Thar.  To  Auguftus, 

Emir,  To  Auguftus  ? 

'  Thar.  Implore  him  to  reverfe  his  late  decree 
Againft  thy  father. 

Emir.  What  decree,  Pharnafpes  ? 

Phar.  He  wills  that,  laden  with  the  weight  of 
chains, 
Ofrhoes  be  led= 

Emir,  To  death  ? 

Phar, 
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Phar.  No ;  worfe  than  death. 

Emir.  Whither  ? 

Thar.  To  Rome. 

Emir.  And  what  can  I  to  affill  him  ? 

Phar.  Go — ^weep — ehtreat — ^to  Adrian  offer  now 
Thy  hand  in  marriage — O  !  forget  all  ties. 
All  thoughts  of  love  and  hope — O  !  give  up  all 
To  fave  the  king. 

Emir.  He  charg'd  me  but  even  now 
To  bear  for  Caefar  everlafting  hatred. 

Phar.  Alas !  you  mull  not  think  to  obey  com- 
mands 
In  anger  given ;  a  momentary  madnefs. 
N05  'tis  our  duty,  deareft  Emirena, 
Spite  of  himfelf  to  fave  him. 

Emir.  Shall  I  then 
Refign  this  perfon  to  another's  arms  ? 
Is  this  indeed  thy  counfel  ?  Can  Pharnafpcs 
So  fteel  his  conftancy  ? 

Phar.  Alas  !  ^  my  princefs. 
Thou  little  read' ft  my  heart :  thou  little  know'il 
What  pangs  this  conflidl  colls  me.   While  I  fpeak 
I  feel  each  fibre  in  my  bofom  tremble  : 
Each  drop  of  blood  runs  curdling  through  my 

veins. 
I  know  in  thee  I  lofe  my  only  good. 
Whatever  can  folace  life  :  I  know  without  thee 

I  drag 
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I  drag  a  wretched  and  defpairing  being ; 

A  burthen  hateful  to  myfelf  and  others. 

But  what  muft  Ada  lay  fhould  Ofrhoes  fall, 

When  we  have  power  to  fave  hinq  ?  Let  us  tiien 

To  this  great  duty  facrifice  our  peace. 

Go,  go,  my  love,  and  confort  of  Auguftus, 

Enjoy  the  highelt  rank  of  earthly  greatnefs. 

To  me  at  leaft  one  comfort  will  remain 

Amidft  my  wretchednefs,  to  fay,  that  fhe 

Who  rul'd  Pharnafpes'  heart,  now  rules  the  world. 

Emir.  If  thou  would'fl  have  me  e'er  confent  to 
lofe  thee  .  ■ 

Make;  not  thyfelf  fo  worthy  of  my  love. 

Fhar.  No,  Emirena,  no,  thou  fhalt  not  lofe  me. 
While  life  informs  this  breaft  I'll  Hill  be  thine. 
Thine,  as  my  virtue  and  thy  fame  permit. 
I  fwear  by  all  the  Gods ;  by  thofe  dear  eyes, 
Thofe  eyes  that  cheer  my  foul ;  and  thou-^-but 

whither 
Does  paffion  thus  tranfport  me  ?  Time  admits  not 
Of  mutual  forrow ;  while  we  meditate 
To  fave  him,  Ofrhoes  may,  alas !  be  loft. 

Emir.  Farewell.  \_g<^^^^S' 

Thar.  Yet  hear  me. 

Emir.  What  would  now  Pharnafpes  ? 

Phar.  Go  then — yet  paufe  awhile — Almighty 
Gods!  .j'*» 

I  wifli  thee  hence,  yet  fain  would  keep  thee  dill. 

Emir. 
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Emir.  O  !  Heaven  !  in  leaving  thee  I  love 

I  feel  my  powers  decay  ; 
Lefs  cruel  fure  the  ftroke  will  prove 

That  takes  my  life  away. 

Our  fortune  (thus  afunder  torn) 

How  ill  didlt  thou  forefee  ; 
That  I,  my  love,  for  thee  was  born, 

And  thou  wert  born  for  me.  [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E    X. 

Pharnaspes  alone. 

The  fubje6l's  loyalty,  the  lover's  truth 
Maintain  a  doubtful  confli6l  in  my  breaft ; 
By  turns  are  vi6lors  and  by  turns  fubdued. 
But  while  with  various  fortune  each  contends, 
And  neither' triumphs,  I  myfelf  am  loft. 

The  forrows  that  my  foul  deprefs 

To  cruel  ftars  I  owe  ; 
Yet,  midft  my  forrows,  hear  me  blefs 

The  caufe  of  all  my  woe. 

Light  are  thofe  ills  that  meet  mankind 

Without  the  fufFerer's  blame. 
And  leave  no  motives  in  the  mind 

For  penitence  or  fhame.  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    XL 

A  magnificent  apartment  of  the   imperial  palace. 
Steps  dejcend'mg  to  the  hanks  of  the  river  Orontes. 

Sabina,  attended  hy  matrons  and  Roman  knights. 
Aquilius. 

Sah.  Hold,  infolent,  no  more — though  Adria* 
drives 
Sabina  from  his  fight,  'tis  criminal 
In  thee  to  afpire  to  fuch  a  heart  as  mine. 

Aquil.  Ne'er  till  this  hour , 

Sah.  And  be  this  hour  the  laft 
To  infult  me  with  thy  love.         [^going  to  emharh 

SCENE    xir. 

Enter  Adrian. 

Adr.  Sabina,  hear  me.  .^i 

Aquil.  \afide.']  O  !  cruel  fortune  ! 

Sab.   [returning.']  Ha  !  what  would  Auguflus  ? 

Adr.  And  am  I  then  fo  hateful  to  Sabina 
That  ihe  would  leave  me  thus  ?  Depart  unfeen  ? 

Sab.   O  !  mock  me  not  again :  you  fend  me 
hence ; 
Forbid  me  ever  more  to  appear  before  you. 

i  Adr. 
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^dr.  I  fend  thee  hence  ?  Ah  !  when  ? — ^Aqui- 
Hus,  fpeak ; 
Did  not  Sabina  alk  to  leave  me  ? 

Sak  Heavens  !  ,    > 

[fo  Aquil.]  And  was  it  not  the  mandate  of  Au- 

guftus. 
That  I  fhould  part  fforti  him,  and  part  uhfeen  ? 

yf^uil.    [ajde.']    Silence   or  fpeech  muft  both 
f^-'  alike  betray  me. 

,Salf.  [to  Aquil.]  Perfidious  man  ! 

u4dr,   [/«9  Aquil.]  Thou  deft  not  anfwer.'  /  ''  ' 

Sah.   \to  Aquil.]  Now 
I  underftand  thy  plots,  and  Adrian  too 
Shall  know—     •  -'^^f^-i  '}^-^^  i^^A  Mf. 

Aquil.  \to  Adf .]  Csefar,  *tis  true,  I  love  Sabina, 
And  fear'd  her  prefence  might  awake  thy  virtue. 
Hence  far  remov'd  I  hop'd 

Adr.  Enough,  thou  traitor  ! 
Bafe,  undermining  flave,  thou  Caefar's  rival ! 
Ho  !  guards,  fecure  him.  \he  is  difarmed, 

Aquil.   \afide.~\  Unpropitious  fate  ! 

Adr.  No  longer  think^  my  fpoufe,  of  thy  de- 
parture. .  .^  _ 

■Sah.  Thy  fpoufe,  Auguftus  ?  '■       ■ '' 

-  Adr.  Yes,  I  find  my  foul  ' 
Recovering  now  apace  her  wonted  calm': 

1  My 

0 
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My  duty,  and  the  fcorn  of  Emirena ; 
Her  father's  hatred 


SCENE    LAST. 

Enter  Emirena  and  Pharnaspes. 

Emir.  Pardon,  Caefar,  pardon, 

Phar,  O  !  pardon,  lir. 

Etnir.  Reftore  to  me  a  father. 

Phar.  Preferve  for  me  a  king. 

Emir.  Reflore  him  to  me ; 
And,  if  thou  wilt,  behold  me  then  thy  own. 

Adr.  What  do  I  hear  ? 

Phar.  Auguflus,  yes,  to  thee 
I  here  relign  my  empire  o'er  her  heart, 

jidr.  What  fays  Pharnafpes  ? 

Emir.  Yes,  thou  {halt  be,  Caefar, 
My  guardian  God  :  by  that  celellial  ray 
Majeftic  beaming  from  thy  facred  brow ; 
By  that  vidlorious  laurel,  earn'd  with  toil ; 
By  this  unconquer'd  hand,  the  world's  fupport ; 
Which  by  this  kifs [kneels. 

Adr.  Ah  !  rife — no  more — So  weeps 
A  nymph  or  Goddefs  when  fhe  melts  the  heart. 

[afide. 

VOL.  II.  a  ^ah. 
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Sah.  [afide^  Alas  1  what  confli£i:  now  in  yonder 
bread 
Of  love  and  honour. 

u4dr.   [a/ide.~\  If  I  yield  to  juflice, 
I  lofe  my  Emirena ;  if  to  love, 
I  kill  my  befl  Sabina — O  !  my  heart ! 
How  cruel  is  thy  trial ! 

Sah.  \ajide.']  Though  unfaithful^, 
He  yet  excites  my  pity, 

Emir,  Caefar,  fay : 
Art  thou  not  yet  refolv'd  ? 

Sah.  [to  Adr.]  Auguftus,  hear ; 
At  length 

Adr.  In  pity  torture  me  no  further ; 
I  know  what  thou  would'ft  fay,  alas !  Sabina, 
J  know  it  all, 

Sah.  Thou  little  knowTt  Sabina  : 
Then  hear — So  fatal  are  our  mutual  wounds, 
That  on^  of  us  muft  fall.     Sabina  dies 
In  loling  thee,  and,  Adrian,  thou  muil  die 
In  loiing  Emirena,     Heaven  forbid^ 
That  to  preferve  a  woman's  worthlefs  days, 
A  hero  thus  fhould  perifh.     Live,  my  Adrian, 
Live  for  thy  fame,  thy  country,  and  the  world ; 
If  not  for  me  :  I  freely  here  releafe  thee 
f'rom  every  tye  ;  forgive  thee  all  my  wrongs. 
And  with  thefe  lips  will  ever  plead  thy  caufe. 
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Adr.  Is't  poffible  ! 
,    Sah.  Caefar,  farewell.  \^S'^''^^S* 

Adr.  O!  flay: 
O  !  noble  mind  !  exalted  dame  !  wliofe  merits 
Might  claim  a  thoufand  empires.     Mull  you  all 
Bring  on  my  cheek  the  glow  of  confcious  fhame  ? 
[to  Phar.]  The  loyal  fubjedl  yields  to  me  his  mif- 

trefs 
In  ranfom  for  his  king :    [to  Emir.]  The  pious 

daughter 
Does,  for  her  father,  facrifice  herfelf. 
[to  Sab.]  And  thou,  forfaken,  injur'd  as  thou  art, 
Tranfcendent  fair  !  think'fl  only  of  my  peace  ! 
And  I,  fhall  I  alone,  with  fuch  examples. 
Be  feeble  as  a  girl,  nor  hide  this  face 
From  every  living  eye  ;  yet  prefs  the  throne, 
And  give  to  earth  its  laws  ?  O  !   no — let  all 
Be  happy.     To  the  Parthian  king  I  give 
His  crown  and  liberty ;  to  thee,  Pharnafpes, 
Relign  fair  Emirena  :  I  abfolve 
Aquilius  of  his  guilt ;  to  thee,  Sabina,  • 
More  worthy  of  thy  love,  myfelf  reftore. 

Phar,  Joy  unexpe(5led ! 

Sah.  This  indeed  is  Adrian ; 
Now  he  appears  himfelf. 

Emir.  O  !  whilll  I  breathe^ 
This  breall,  Auguftus,  grateful  for  thy  goodnefs — 

Adr.  If  thou  wilt  fhew  thy  gratitude  to  Caefar, 
a  2  '  Leave, 
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Learc,  leave  his  heart  in  peace ;  fcarce  now  in 

fafety 
When  thou  art  near  him.     Let  me  then  entreat 

thee 
To  quit  me,  Emirena.     See  thy  fpoufe 
Securely  thine ;  thy  father  (halt  thou  find 
In  freedom  to  thy  wifh.     Live  and  be  happy. 
And  all  in  deep  oblivion  drown  the  memory 
Of  Adrian's  errors. 

Emir.  Yet,  permit  mc,  Caefar 


[attempts  to  hifs  his  hand, 
Mr.  O  !  Emirena — 'tis  enough — farewell. 

[preventing  her. 

Chorus. 

Auguftns,  while  thy  facred  pfaifc 

Afcends  the  Harry  way, 
Our  hands  a  fnow-white  (lone  (hall  raife 

To  mark  this  blifsful  day. 


END    OP    THE    THIRD    ACT. 


DIDO- 


DIDO. 


PERSONS  OF  THE  DRAMA. 

Dido,  Queen  of  Carthage. 

jEneas. 

Iarbas,  King  of  the  Moors^  under  the  name  of 
Arbaces. 

Selene,  Sifter  to  Dido. 

Araspes,  confidant  of  Iarbas. 

OsMiDAS,  confidant  of  Dido. 

Scene,  Carthage. 


D      I      D      O- 


A  C  T    1.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

A  magnificent  hall  of  audience,  with  a  throne  oH 
one  ftde.     A  frofpe£l  of  the  city  q/*  Carthage. 

^NEAS,  Selene,  Osmidas. 

Mn.  No  princefs,  friend,  believe  not  fear  or 

hatred 
Unmoors  the  Phrygian  fleet  and  drives  me  hencC  : 
I  know  that  Dido  loves  me  (ah  !  too  well 
IVe  prov'd  that  truth),  nor  doubt  her  conftarit 

faith. 
I  love  and  I  adore  her :  gratitude 
Warms  every  thought  for  all  her  kindnefs  fhewn 
To  me,  to  mine.     But  defliny  commancis 
Once  more  to  expofe  my  life  on  Neptune's  waveSr 
Such  is  the  will  of  Heaven  !  Ah  me  unhappy  ! 
The  crime  of  Fate  mull  thus  appear  my  own. 

8el.  If  after  wandering  long  thou  feek'ft  a  reft 
And  fettled  home  ;  'tis  offer' d  on  this  fhore  : 
My  fifler  gives,  thy  merits  and  our  friendfhip 
Confirm  the  wifh'd  afylum^ 
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^n.  Such  afylum 
Heaven  grants  not  yet. 

Sel,  And  wherefore  ? 

Ofm,  By  what  figns 
Have  the  juft  Gods  to  you  reveal'd  their  will  ? 

Ailn.  Ofmidas^j  fleep  has  never  clos'd  thefe  eyes. 
In  fweet  oblivion,  but  he  brings  to  view  . 
My  father's  angry  fhade  :  "  O  fon  !   (he  cries, 
"  I  hear  his  well-known  voice)  ungrateful  fon  ! 
"  Are  thefe  the  Italian  realms,  whofe  conqueft  oft 
"  To  thee  have  Phoebus  and  myfelf  enjoin'd  ? 
"  Ill-fated  Alia  from  thy  valour  hopes 
"  In  other  climes  renew'd  another  Troy. 
"  This  didfl  thou  promife,  this,  in  life's  lafl  mo- 
ments 
"  I  heard  thee  fwear,  when  kneeling,  on  this  hand 
"  Thy  filial  kifs  confirm'd  the  folemn  compact. 
"  And  now,  ungrateful  to  thyfelf,  thy  country, 
"  Thy  father,  here  thou  dwell'ft  in  lloth  and  love — 
"  Rife,  cut  the  cords  that  hold  thy  tardy  vefTels, 
"  And  loofe  thy  fpreading  fails." — Such  warning 

given 
He  darts  an  angry  glance  and  difappears. 

Sel.  I  freeze  with  horror. 
Ofm.  If  ^neas  leave  us 
I  lofe  in  him  a  rival  to  the  throne.  [afide. 

Sel.  [to  j^n.]  If  you  forfake  us_,  haplefs  Dido 

dies, 

And 
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And  ah  !  Selene  never  can  furvive.  '  \dfide, 

Ofm,  The  queen  approaches. 

jEn.  Whither  (hall  I  turn  ? 

Sel.  I  dare  not  fpeak  my  pains.  [afide^ 

,  JEn.  Be  firm  my  heart. 
Thy  trial  comes  !  [ajide. 

S  C  E  N  I?    11. 

Enter  Dido  attended. 

Did.  jEneas,  Afia's  glory, 
The  care  of  Venus  and  of  Dido  ;  fee 
How  proud,  exulting  in  thy  prefence  here. 
Our  infant  Carthage  lifts  her  towering  head. 
Thofe  arches,  temples,  wails,  are  all  the  fruit 
Of  Dido's  toils  ;  but  thou,  jEneas,  thou  • 
Art  their  firft  boaft  and  nobleft  ornament. 
Thou  doft  not  anfwer — fhunnTt  me — Is  it  thus 
^neas  meets  me  with  repulfive  filence  ? 
Perchance  fome  other  palTion  from  thy  heart 
Has  driven  my  once-lov'd  form. 

^n.  The  Gods  can  witnefs 
Dido  is  ever  prefent  to  my  mind  : 
Nor  time,  nor  diftance  e'er  fhall  fhed  oblivion 
(Thofe  Gods  alike  can  witnefs)  o'er  my  paflion. 

Did.  Wherefore  thefe  proteftations !  Dido  feeks 

No  vows  to  bind  thy  faith — a  look,  a  figh, 

Enfures  from  me  belief. 

Ofm. 
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Ofm,  She  trufts  too  far.  \_aftde. 

Sel.  I  dare  not  yet  complain.  \afide. 

JEn.  If  thou  regard'ft 
Thy  own  repofe,  think  of  thyfelf,  tliy  greatnefs, 
And  think  of  me  no  more. 

Did.  Not  think  of  thee  ! 
I  that  but  Hve  for  thee  !  I  that  enjoy 
No  moment's  peace  when  thou  art  abfent  from  me  ? 

Mn.  O  Heaven  !  what  haft  thou  faid  ?    Is  this 
a  time 
For  fuch  eftulive  tendernefs  ?  Alas ! 
Too  generous  for  ingratitude  like  mine  ! 

Did.  Ingratitude,  ^neas !  Is  my  love 
Then  hateful  to  thee  ? 

Mn.  Never  has  my  foul 
Confefs'd  a  purer  flame but 

Did.  Speak 

JEn.  My  country ' 

Heaven's  high  command 

Did.  Go  on. 

Mn.  I  cannot  fpeak  it. 

A  thoufand  warring  thoughts  in  vain 

My  labouring  bofom  fwell : 
Do  thou  that  fatal  caufe  explain       £/o  Ofm. 

My  hps  refufe  to  tell.  \Exlt, 

d  •  SCENE 
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SCENE     III. 
Dido,  Selene,  Osmidas,  attendants. 

Did.  And  does  ^ncas  fly  me  thus  ?  What  means 
Such  cruel  filence  !  how  have  I  off^cnded  ! 

Seh  His  purpofe  is  to  leave  thee — Love  and 
'.     .V        Glory 
With  doubtful  empire  ftruggle  in  his  heart. 

Did.  And  does  he  find  it  glory  to  forfake  me  ? 

0/771.  Now  policy  aflift  me  !   [aftde.'] — Mighty 
queen  ! 
Selene  little  reads  Eneas'  thoughts : 
Arbaces  from  the  Moorifh  court  is  fent 
Ambailador  to  Carthage. 

Did.  Well,  what  follows? 

Of}7i.  The  haughty  king  demands  your  hand  in 
marriage, 
^neas  fears  that  you,  by  force  compelled. 
Will  yield  to  his  demand ;  and  therefore  flies 
To  fhun  the  grief  to  fee  you  wed  another. 

Did.  It  may  be  fo — go,  dearefl  After,  chace 
From  my  j^Eneas  fuch  unkind  fufpicions. 
And  tell  him  death  alone  fhall  tear  me  from  him. 

SeL  This  I  mufl:  fufFer  too  !  relerAlcfs  fate  ! 

\afide.. 


Ta 
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To  him  thy  iifter,  void  of  art, 

Shall  make  thy  purpofe  known, 
And  footh  to  peace  thy  love-lick  heart ;  [_to  Did. 

But  rend  with  grief  her  own.  \aftde, 

■  To  him  my  faithful  hps  addrefs'd. 

Shall  all  thy  thoughts  reveal :  \to  Did. 

1  But  how,  the  pangs  that  rend  my  breaft. 

Shall  I,  ye  powers !  conceal !   [ajide^   Exit^ 


S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

DiDOj  OsMiDAS,  attendants. 

Did.  Now  let  Arbaces  come  ;  whate'er  his  pur-* 
pofe, 
A  fuppliant  or  a  foe,  he  comes  in  vain  : 
Before  his  fight,  ere  yet  the  day  declines 
To  weftern  Ikies,  the  fun  Ihall  fee  this  hand 
Given  to  ^neas — he  and  he  alone 
Is  worthy  to  pofiTefs  the  heart  of  Dido  : 
This  (hall  Arbaces  know. 

Ofm.  Arbaces  comes. 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E     V. 

Enter  Iarbas,  under  the  name  of  Arbaces,  with 
Araspes.  a  train  of  Moors  ;  various  attendants 
hanging  tigers,  lions,  and  other  p-efents.  to  the 
Queen.  Dido  afcends  the  throne,  Osmidas  on 
her  right  hand:  two  Carthaginians  hring  tJie 
cujhions  for  the  African  Amhaffador  and  place 
them  at  a  dijtance  fronting  the  throne, 

Araf  Behold,  my  king — \afide  to  him,  entering. 

Jar.  Be  filent — while  I  wear  \afide  to  Araf. 

A  fubjedl's  femblance,  call  me  ftill  Arbaces, 
And  be  the  king  forgot — Dido,  to  thee. 
The  fovereign  of  the  Moors  deputes  Arbaces, 
His  faithful  nunciate.     At  thy  choice  I  bring 
Thy  kingdom's  fafety  or  thy  kingdom's  ruin. 
The  prefents  here  difplay'd,  gems,  treafure,  cap- ' 

tives. 
And  favage  beads,  the  wealth  of  fubje^t  Afric, 
He  fends,  O  queen,  as  pledges  of  his  greatnefs  : 
Then  learn  the  giver  from  the  gift. 

Did.  Should  Dido 
Accept  his  gift,  the  giver's  well  rewarded  ; 
But  let  him  heed,  or  what  he  means  a  gift 
May  prove  a  tribute — Infolence  like  this 
The  foul  of  Dido  fcorns. — \(iftde7\  Sit  then  and 
fpeak. 

Araf.  What  thinks  my  fovereign  ?  \afide  to  lar. 
3  Jar^ 
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lar.  Lovely  in  her  pride  !  [to  him — -Jits. 

Remember,  Dido,  what  thou  cam'fl  from  Tyre, 
What  defperate  fortune  drove  thee  to  thefe  fhoreS ; 
'Twas  Afric  only  gave  thee  reft  and  fafety 
From  thy  inhuman  brother's  impious  thirft 
Of  wealth  and  blood  :  this  ample  fpace,  where  now 
Afpiring  Carthage  rifes,  was  the  gift 
Of  my  great  mafter's  hand  :  larbas — 

''"  Did.  Hold  ! 

Thou  doft  confound  a  purchafe  with  a  gift. 

lar.  Firft  let  me  fpeak  and  then  reply. 

Did.  What  boldnefs !  [/o  Ofm. 

Ofm.  Let  him  proceed.  [/o  Did. 

lar.  My  courteous  king,  larbas. 
Sought  thee  in  marriage,  and  refus'd,  endur'd 
The  unworthy  flight,  becaufe  thy  widow's  vows 
Were  then  devoted  to  Sichaeus'  aflies. 
All  Afric  now  has  heard  that  from  the  ruins 
Of  Aiia's  kingdom  hejre  ^Eneas  found 
From  thee  a  welcome,  that  thy  heart  is  given 
To  him  ;  nor  will  the  fovereign  of  the  Moors 
Permit  a  wandering  exile,  'fcap'd  from  Troy, 
To  rival  him  in  love. 

Did.  His  love  and  hate 
To  me  are  equal. 

lar.  Let  me  firft  conclude. 
Then  may'ft  thou  anfwer.  Know  my  generous  king 
Inftead  of  war  has  fent  to  offer  peace, 

ha 
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A61  as  thou  wilt — forgetful  of  the  paft. 

He  feeks  thy  love,  demands  to  fhare  thy  nuptials. 

And  afks  with  thefe  Eneas'  forfeit  head. 

Did.  Hail  thou  yet  finifli'd  ? 

lar.  I  have  finilh'd. 

Did.  Know 
Tp  Lybian  fands  I  came  from  regal  Tyre 
For  freedom  not  for  bondage.     Carthage  fi:ands 
My  treafure's  purchafe,  not  thy  monarch's  gift. 
When  to  larbas  I  refus'd  my  hand. 
And  widow'd  heart,  I  meant  to  keep  my  faith 
To  dead  Sichseus — Dido  now  is  chang'd-^ 
Far  other  thoughts-- — - 

lar.  Since  Dido  now  has  chang'd-— 

Did.  Firft  let  me  arjfwer,  then  Arbaces,  fpeak. 
Yes,  Dido  now  is  chang'd — 'tis  wifdom  oft 
To  vary  thoughts  with  time — iEneas'  worth 
Has  touch'd  my  heart ;  his  valour  (hall  fupport 
My  rifing  throne,  and  marriage  make  us  one. 

lar.  But  firlt  his  he$d p 

Did.  His  head  will  prove  a  conqueft 
Not  lightly  gain'd — this  exile  fcap'd  from  Troy 
May  give  the  fovereign  of  the  Moors  fuch  toil. 
He  yet  but  little  fears. 

Jar.  Should'll  thou  provoke 
My  king's  refentment,  foon  expe6l  to  fee 
Again  ft  thee  Afric  pour  her  numerous  fons, 

From 
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From  Garamantia  and  Getulia's  plains, 
And  hot  Numidia's  confines. 

Did.  Let  ^neas 
But  own  my  caufe,  and  Afric  pour  her  fons     -^ 
From  Garamantia  and  Getulia's  plains. 
From  hot  Numidia's  clime,  and  all  the  world 
Confpire  againft  my  empire. 

lar.  Shall  I  then 
Report  this  anfwer  ? 

Did.  Thou  mayft  fay  that  Dido 
Heeds  not  the  foothing  of  larbas'  love,"   '•'''  ^^" 
Nor  fears  his  indignation. 

lar.  Still  refledl 

Think  better.  Dido. . 

Did.  I  have  thought  enough.  \both  rife. 

A  queen  and  lover  Dido  reigns. 

And  in  her  heart  and  throne  maintains 

A  right,  all  rights  above. 
In  vain  he  feeks  her  foul  to  awe, 
Who  to  her  will  would  give  the  law, 

In  glory  or  in  love.  \_Exit  attended. 

SCENE    VI. 

Iarbas,  Araspes,  Osmidas. 

Jar.  Arafpes,  ve/igeance. {^i^^'^i- 

I  ^Araf,  Where  thou  lead' ft  I  follow. 

0>. 
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Ofm.  Arbaces,  ftay. 

lar.  What  can  he  feek  with  mc  ?         \to  Araf. 

Ofm.  May  I  at  will  confer  with  thee  ? 

lar.  Speak  on. 

Ofm.  If  thou  wilt  make  me  partner  of  thy  coun 
fels, 
Receive  my  profferr'd  aid.  The  queen  intrulls  me  ; 
iEneas  ranks  me  for  his  friend ;  the  troops 
Wait  on  my  nod,  and  ample  power  is  mine 
To  forward  thy  defigns. 

lar.  And  who  art  thou  ? 

Ofm.  A  follower  of  the  Tyrian  queen,  Ofmidas, 
In  Cyprus  was  I  born,  and  boaft  a  mind 
Above  my  humble  fortune. 

Jar.  I  accept 
Thy  profferr'd  aid,  and  if  I  find  thee  faithful, 
Whate'er  thou  wifheft,  be  thy  bright  reward. 

Ofm.  Let  Dido  be  thy  fovereign's,  and  to  mc 
Be  yielded  then  the  government  of  Carthage. 

lar.  I  plight  my  faith  it  fhall  be  thine. 

Ofm.  But  will 
Thy  fovereign's  power  confirm  the  mighty  grant  ? 

lar.  The  king  beflows  it  when  Arbaces  gives. 

Ofm.  Then 

lar.  Every  little  a(9:  may  breed  fufpicion  : 
Referve  thy  counfels  for  fome  fitter  place 

VOL.  II.  R  Retir'd 
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Retir'd  from  notice — On  my  faith  rely, 
Whene'er  larbas  weds,  Ofmidas  reigns. 

Ofm.  Difclofe  each  plan  thy  foul  revolves. 
My  zeal  (hall  fecond  thy  refolves. 
Thy  hopes,  thy  vengeance  aid  : 
So  murmuring  through  the  verdant  meads, 
A  ftream  its  gentle  current  leads. 
With  genial  power  a  fapling  feeds, 
-  Whofe  branches  deck  the  glade.  \Exii. 


SCENE    VIL 

Iarbas,  Araspes. 

lar.  Vain,  eafy  fool !  to  hope  fuch  promife  given 
Would  find  from  me  performance. 

Araf.  Yet,  my  fovereign, 
Your  facred  word  is  paft. 

lar.  Who  keeps  not  faith 
To  others,  merits  not  himfelf  to  find  it. 
Go,  lov'd  Arafpes,  all  delay  is  torture 
To  rage  like  ijiine — go,  let  one  blow  from  thee 
Secure  my  vengeance — let  ^neas  die. 

Araf.  I  go — and  fate  fhall  foon  in  open  combat 
Decide  between  our  valour.  \_going. 

lar.  Stay,  Arafpes, 
Let  not  thy  fame,  my  hatred  and  my  vengeance, 

Be 
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Be  left  to  chance  like  this — fraud  fhall  aflifl  us ; 
Affail  him  unprovided. 

Araf.  Fraud  !  my  fovereign  ? 
A  fubje6t  was  I  born,  but  never  yet 
Have  earn'd  the  name  of  traitor — Bid  me  run. 
Naked  through  flames,  expofe  to  hoftile  arms 
This  fencelefs  breaft,' — I'll  fearlefs  dare  them  all. 
Thou  art  the  mafter  of  my  life — Arafpes 
Shrinks  from  no  trial  to  defend  his  king ; 
But,  Oh  !  exa6l  not  from  this  fword  a  deed 
That  bears  the  ftamp  of  treafon. 

lar.  Fond  delufion 
Of  vulgar  minds — I  fhall  not  want  an  arm 
More  faithful  found  than  thine. 

Araf.  How  !  mighty  Gods ! 
Thy  virtue  fure — 

lar.  What  virtue  ?  In  the  world 
Virtue  is  but  a  name,  or  that  alone 
Is  virtue,  which  fecures  our  weal  or  pleafure.  \' 

Amidil  a  throne's  refplendent  blaze 

Each  a6tion  Hands  approv'd ; 
Deceit  itfelf  may  claim  our  praife, 

And  guilty  deeds  be  lov'd. 

To  fhun  by  guile  fome  threaten'd  ill, 

Let  daftard  fpirits  dread. 
Who  born  in  fetters,  cherifh  ftill 

The  fears  in  bondage  bred.  \Ex\t. 

R2  SCENE 
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SCENE    VIII. 

Araspes  alone. 

O  impious  do6lrine  !   canft  thou  then,  unhappy, 
Be  flranger  to  the  feelings  of  remorfe, 
Remorfe  that  follows  even  fuccefsful  guilt ; 
Nor  know  the  peace  that  virtue  gives  misfortune  ? 
O  !  thou  the  world's  fupport !  the  glorious  boall 
Of  men  and  Gods,  fair  Virtue,  lead  me  ftill. 

If  thou  dire61  not  through  the  deep 

(Bright  ftar  of  Heaven  !)  my  tolling  fliip,        t 

No  calm  this  reftlefs  bofom  knows. 
On  thee  in  danger  I  confide. 
In  adverfe  fate  thy  counfels  guide. 

From  thee  alone  I  find  repofe.  [Exit. 

SCENE    IX. 
j4  court-yard. 

Selene,  ^neas. 

JEn.  Already  have  I  told  you,  fair  Selene, 
That  ill  Ofmidas  has  explain'd  my  thoughts. 
Ah  !  would  to  Heaven  that  Dido  were  unfaithful, 
Or  that  I  could  one  moment,  felf-deceiv'd, 
Believe  her  faithlefs  to  me  ! — But  to  know 
That  flill  fhe  loves  ^Eneas,  that  compelled 

I  yet 
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I  yet  muft  leave  her — this,  indeed,  is  torture  ! 

SeJ.  Whatever  caiife  conllrains  you  to  depart 
At  leaft  defer  the  parting  :  bend  your  fleps 
To  Neptune's  hallow'd  fane,  my  lifter  there 
Demands  a  moment's  audience, 

^n.  Dreadful  paufe  ! 

SeJ.  Firft  hear  her,  then  depart. 

jEn.  And  {hall  I  take 
A  laft  farewell  of  all  my  foul  adores ! 

Sel.  Can  I  be  iilent  ftill  and  live  ?  [ajide. 

j^n.  Selene, 
You  weep, 

Sel.  Ah  !   can  I  hear  you,  yet  reftrain 
The  fympathizing  tear  ? 

jF,n.  Forbear  your  fighs, 
'Tis  Dido  fhould  alone  lament  my  going. 

Sel.  One  heart,  alas  !   myfelf  and  Dido  bear. 

ALn.  Do  you  fo  nearly  feel  a  fifter's  forrow  ? 

Sel.  She  lives  in  me,  and  I  fo  live  in  her, 
That  all  the  afflictions  flie  endures,  are  mine. 

jEn,  Moft  generous  maid  !   I  pity  your  diftrefs. 
And  in  your  forrows,  half  forget  my  own. 

Sel.  O  !  could  you  read  my  heart,  you  truly  then 
Might  feel  for  poor  Selene, 


SCENE 
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SCENE    X. 

Enter  Iarbas  and  Araspes. 

lar.  I  have  fearch'd 
The  palace  round,  nor  yet  can  find  vEneas. 

Araf.  Perchance  he  fails  from  Carthage. 

lar.  Would  yon  warrior  \_fi^s  ^n. 

Were  him  I  feek. — He  feems  not  by  his  garb 
Of  Afric's  fons — What  art  thou,  ftranger  ?   Say. 

\jo  him, 

Araf.    O  how  her  beauty  ftrikes  my  ravifh'd 
eyes  !  [looking  at  Sel. 

^n.  Lovely  Selene [looking  at  Sel. 

lar.  Sure,  thou  hear'ft  me  not.  [to  jEn. 

JBn.  O  !  too,  too  feeling  for  another's  woes ! 

[/oSel. 

Sel,  What  arrogant  deportment !  [looking  at  lar. 

Araf.  Heavens  !  how  fair  !  [looking  at  Sel. 

lar.  Declare  thy  name,  or  now —         [to  JKn, 

Mn,  What  right  hafl  thou 
To  make  this  proud  demand,  or  what  to  thee 
Imports  my  name  or  birth  ? 

lar.  To  me,  my  will 
Is  all  the  right  I  feek. 

Mn.  It  is  not  here 
Our  wont  to  anfwer  madmen.  [g^^^g' 

Ur, 
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lar.  Anfwer  then 
This  trufty  weapon.  [about  to  draw. 

Sel  In  Selene;s  fight ! 
In  Dido's  palace  fuch  prefumptuous  bearing  ! 

lar.  And  does  an  envoy  from  larbas  claim 
No  more  refpe6l  ? 

Sel.  The  queen  fhall  learn  this  outrage. 

lar.  This  let  her  learn,  and  in  her  own  defpitc 
Behold  me  lop  yon  traitor's  daring  head, 
And  join'd  with  that  of  her  ^neas,  caft  it 
Before  the  feet  of  my  offended  king. 

j^n.  The  deed  may  prove  more  arduous  than 
thy  fond 
O'erweening  hopes  prefagc. 

lar.  Wilt  thou  oppofe  it  ? 
Or  that  ^neas,  who,  for  glories  won, 
Recounts  his  pail  defeats  ? 

JEn.  Yet  know,  proud  man, 
Thy  boafted  vi6lories,  in  glory's  fcale. 
May  yield  to  his  defeats. 

lar.  And  who  art  thou. 
That  dar'ft  for  him  provoke  me  ? 

j^n.  I  am  one. 
Let  this  f\iffice,  who  holds  thy  wrath  in  fcorn. 


When 
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When  thou  my  hidden  name  (halt  hear 
Thy  haughty  foul  may  learn  to  fear, 

Thy  tongue  each  boaft  forget. 
The  paflenger,  whofe  headftrong  will 
Againft  his  pilot's  better  fkill, 
Infenfate  quits  the  peaceful  fhore, 
Will  foon,  when  angry  tempefts  roar, 

The  fafer  land  regret,  \_Exif. 

S  C  E  N  E    XI. 

Iarbas,  Selene,  Araspes. 

Jar.  Thou  fhalt  not  'fcape  me  thus —     [^oiwg-, 

Sel.  What  would'lt  thou  ?  Say.   [detaining  him. 

,     lar.  Give  me  his  name. 

Sel.  Be  calm 

And  learn  it  then  from  me. 

Jar.  I  afk  no  more. 

Sel.  Know' ft  thou  that  ftranger,  whom  thy  rage 
infiilted, 
Is  him  thou  feek'fi; — yEncas  ? 

Jar.  Thou  haft  robb'd  me 
Of  great  revenge,  forbid  this  hand  to  reap 
Thofe  honours  which  indulgent  Heaven  prepar'd. 

Sel.  Whence  all  this  anger  ?  How  has  he,  Ar- 
baces. 

Offended 
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Offended  thee  ? 

lar.  He  with  my  fovereign  dares 
Contend  for  Dido's  love,  an^  canft  thou  afk 
In  what  I  am  offended  ? 

Sel  Think'lt  thou  then 
That  every  lover  can  ele6l  at  will 
The  heart's  dear  obje6l  ?  Ah  !  thou  little  know'H, 
Arbaces  yet,  the  wayward  fchool  of  love.     [Exit, 

ft 

'  SCENE    XII. 

Iarbas,  Ahaspes. 

lar.  Iarbas  fhall  no  longer  lurk  conceal'd, 
Arafpes,  I've  already  borne  too  much, 

Araf.  What  would  you  then  ? 

lar.  I'll  fummon  all  my  warriors 
At  my  arrival  in  the  wood  conceal'd. 
And  lead  them  to  the  palace  ;  hurl  deflru^lion 
On  hated  Carthage  ;  tear  my  rival's  heart 
From  his  detefted  br^aft ^ 

SCENE    XIII, 

Enter  Osmidas  /';/  hajie, 

Ofm,  My  lord,  already 
The  queen  prepares  to  vifit  Neptune's  temple ; 
If  you  delay,  even  now,  before  your  fight. 

She 
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She  to  the  haughty  Trojan  gives  her  hand. 

lar.  Prefumptuous  daring  ! 

Ofm.  *Ti3  no  longer  time 
For  vain  complaints. 

lar.  What  counfel  now  remains  ? 

Ofm.  The  fpeedieft  is  the  bell myfelf  will 

lead — 
Be  bold — in  tvtxy  enterprife  Ofmidas 
Will  be  your  buckler  and  lupport.  ■    [Exit. 

SCENE    XIV. 

Iarbas,  Araspes. 

^raf.  My  lord,  [to  lar.  going. 

Ah  !  whither  would  you  run  ? 

lar.  To  flay  my  rival. 

Araf.  Alas !  what  means  ?  Your  warriors  know 
not  yet 
Their  leader's  will. 

lar.  If  force  fhould  fail,  deceit 
Shall  lend  its  aid. 

Araf.  And  would  you  purchafe  vengeance 
M^ith  treachery's  impious  llain  ? 

lar.   My  love,  Arafpes, 
Emboldens  thee  too  far ;  I  rather  wifh  thee 
More  prompt  to  vigorous  a6l,  and  flow  to  counfel : 
Think  what  larbas  is,  and  what  Arafpes. 

3  A  flood 
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A  flood  am  I,  that,  fwell'd  with  rains. 
With  fnows  and  waters,  o'er  the  plains 
Bears  woods  and  herds  and  cots  and  fwains. 

While  nothing  can  oppofe  its  courfe. 
If  narrow  banks  the  torrent  bind. 
It  burfts  the  bed,  and  unconfin'd, 

Relifllefs  roars  with  double  force. 

\_Exit  with  Araf. 

SCENE    XV. 

The  temple  of  Neptune,  with  an  image  of  the  God. 

^NEAS    and  OSMIDAS. 

Ofm.  Then  from  your  lips  fhall  wretched  Dido 
learn 
Your  purpofe  to  forfake  her  ?  O  !  for  pity- 
refrain,  and  fpare  her  heart  fuch  rending  forrow. 

^n.  'Tis  cruelty  to  fpeak,  but  to  conceal  it 
Were  more  than  treafon. 

Ofm.  Conftant  to  your  purpofe, 
'  Yet  at  her  tears  I  truft  it  foon  will  change. 

jEn.  My  grief  may  end  my  life,  but  cannot 
make  me 
Deaf  to  my  country's  call,  my  father's  honour. 

Ofm.  Exalted,  prince  !  the  firft  of  heroes  he, 
Whofe  virtue  can  fubdue  himfelf. 

Mil. 
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jEn.  Alas! 
How  dear  is  fuch  a  conqueit ! 

SCENE    XVI. 

Enter  Iarbas  and  Araspes, 

lar.  [to  Araf.]  See  my  rival. 
And  unaccompanied. 

Araf.  Think  what  you  are. 

Jar.  [to  Araf.]  Follow  me  and  be  filent — 

Thus  my  wrongs 

[going  to  Jlr'ike  ^neas,  is  prevented  hy  Araf- 
pes  ;  the  dagger  drops  from  his  hand  and  is 
taken  up  hy  Arafpes. 

Araf  O  !  hold 

lar.  [to  Araf.]  Ah  !  traitor  !  thus  to  aid  my  foe ! 

^n.  What  would  thy  impious  fury  ? 

[to  Araf.  feeing  the  dagger  in  his  hand, 

Ofm.  All  is  loll  I 

SCENE    XVII. 

Enter  Dido,  attended. 

Ofm.  O  queen  !  we  are  betray' d,  and  if  Arbaces 
Had  here  delay'd  his  fuccour,  great  ^neas 
This  day  had  fallen  beneath  a  barbarous  hand. 

Did. 
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Did.  Where  is  the  bafe  aflliflin  ? 

Ofm.  See  him  there. 
The  murderous  weapon  in  his  grafp. 

[^pointing  to  Araf. 

Did.  What  fury 
Enflam'd  thy  bofom  to  the  treacherous  deed  ? 

jiraf.  My  fovereign's  glory  and  my  own  renown. 

Did,  How  !  did  Arbaces  difavow 

Araf.  I  know  it 

He  reprobates  the  deed — I  fear  his  anger. 
But  never  can  my  confcious  foul  repent 
What  is  not  guilt. 

Did.  And  feel'ft  thou  no  remorfc 
For  fuch  a  facrilege  ? 

Araf.  A  thoufand  times 
Would  I  repeat  the  daring. 

Did.  I'll  prevent  thee — 
Guards,  take  him  hence —     \_Exit  Araf.  guarded. 

j^n.   [to  lar.]   O  !  generous  foe  !  I  knew  not 
In  thee  fuch  virtue  dwelt — come  to  my  breaft. 

lar.  ^neas,  hold — Arafpes  fav'd  thy  life — 
I  fought  thy  blood — in  itte  behold  larbas  ! 

Did.  larbas,  thou ! 

jE7i.  Thou  fovereign  of  the  Moors ! 

Did.  A  kingly  bofom  harbours  not  fuch  bafe- 
nefs : 

6  Thou 
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Thou  doft  belie  thy  prince — Difarm  the  traitor. 

lar.  None  dare  approach  me.  •  [draws^   Death 
is  in  this  weapon. 

Ofm.   [ajide  to  lar.]   Seem  but  to  yield,  awhile, 
till  time  permit 
To  call  our  friends  in  aid — In  me  confide. 

•  Jar.  Can  I  fubmit  fo  tamely.        [afide  to  Ofm. 

JEn.  Hold,  my  friends, 
*Tis  mine  to  punifh  him. 

Did.  [to  Mn.']  Referve  thy  valour 

For  nobler  deeds 

\jo  lar.]  What  canft  thou  hope  ?  Or  yield. 
Or  fall  a  bloody  victim  at  my  feet. 

Ofm.  Referve  thee  for  a  future  noble  vengeance. 

[aJlde  to  lar. 

Jar.  There — take  my  fword. 

\jhrows  down  his  fword,  which  is  taken  up  hy 
the  guards. — Rxit  larbas  guarded,  followed 
by  Ofmidas  a7id  Arafpes. 

SCENE    XVIII. 

Dido,  tEneas. 

Did.  u^neas,  thou  art  fafe  : 
The  Gods  for  me  preferv'e  a  life  fo  precious. 

jEn.  O  Heaven  !  my  queen—- 

Did.  Again  doft  thou  retain 

A  doubt 
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A  doubt  of  Dido's  truth  ? 

yEn.  O  no  ! — my  fate 
Is  far  more  wretched — I  mufl  leave  thee,  Dido. 

X>td.  Leave  me  !  what  fatal  caufe  ? 

jEn.  The  will  of  Jove, 
My  father's  fhade,  my  country.  Heaven's  com- 
mand, 
My  faith,  my  duty,  honour,  empire,  all 
Now  fummon  me  to  tread  the  Italian  fhores : 
My  long  delay  too  much  offends  the  Gods. 

Did.  And  haft  thou  then,  perfidious !  till  this 
hour 
Conceal'd  thy  cruel  purpofe  ? 

jEn.  O  !  'twas  pity. 

Did.  Pity  !  thy  lips  had  fworn  me  endlefs  truth 
When  thy  falfe  heart  prepar'd  to  part  for  ever  ! 
Whom  fhall  I  truft  again  ? — A  wretched  outcaft 
Of  winds  and  waves,  receiv'd  upon  my  coaft, — 
I  gave  him  welcome  from  the  feas ;  refitted 
His  fcatter'd  fleet  and  arms ;  with  him  I  fhar'd 
My  heart  and  throne — and  ah  !  as  this  were  little. 
For  him  I  have  provok'd  a  hundred  kings. 
That  profferr'd  me  their  love — Lo  !  fuch  reward 
Has  faith  like  mine — Ah  !  whom,  unhappy  Dido, 
Whom  fhalt  thou  truft  again  ? 

uEn.  O  !  while  I  live 
Thy  name  ftiall  be  the  folace  of  my  thoughts  t 
O  I  never,  Dido,  would  I  quit  thefe  fhores 

Had 
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Had  not  the  will  of  Heaven  decreed  my  toils^ 
To  raife  another  realm  in  Latian  climes. 

Did.  The  Gods  indeed  have  then  no  other  care 
Than  great  Eneas'  fate. 

jEn.  And  would'ft  thou  then 
jEneas  fhould,  by  flill  remaining  here, 
Incur  the  guilt  of  perjury  ? 

Did.  O  no  : 
Thus  would  thy  offspring  lofe  in  future  times 
The  world's  great  empire. — Go,  purfue  thy  for- 
tune ; 
Go — feek  the  Italian  realms — ^to  winds  and  waves 

Intruft .  thy  hopes but  know   that  righteous 

Heaven 
Shall  make  thofe  waves  my  minifters  of  vengeance. 
Then  fhalt  thou  late  repent  thy  fond  belief 
In  raging  elements — then  fhalt  thou  call. 
But  call  in  vain  on  Dido. 

jEn.  Could'ft  thou  read 
My  fecret  thoughts 

Did.  Away  and  leave  me,  traitor  ! 

jiEn.  At  leafl^,  with  gentler  afpe6l,  from  my  lips 
Receive  the  laft  farewell. 

Did.  Leave  me,  ingrate  !     : 

jEn.  And  yet  nay  wretched  fate,  alas !  deferves 
not 
From  Dido  fuch  reproaches. 

Did.  Hence,  thou  falfe-one  ! 

Have 
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Have  I  not  caufe  to  accufe  my  fate  ? 
To  mourn  a  heart  by  thee,  ingrate  ! 

With  every  grief  oppreft  ? 
Perfidious  man  !  for  love  fo  true, 
Thou  know'fl  if  fuch  reward  was  due  : 

Ye  fouls !  like  me  unbleft  ! 
Ah  !  fay,  what  pangs  can  mortals  know. 
If  what  I  feel  befpeaks  not  woe 

That  deepell  rends  the  breafl. 

[Exit  attejided, 

SCENE    XIX. 

^NEAS  alone. 

And  fhall  I  make  thee  then  fuch  bafe  return, 
For  truth  like  thine  ?    Such  love,  fuch  gifts  un- 
equalled ? 
No — ere  my  heart  confents  to  leave  thde  thus, 
Firft  perifh  Italy  and  all  the  world  ! 
Let  blank  oblivion  hide  my  fame  for  ever. 
And  Troy  once  more  be  funk  in  fmouldering  afhes  1 
— ^Alas  !  what  have  I  faid  ! — O  mighty  father ! 
Forgive  the  ravings  of  a  lover's  foUy — 
'Twas  not  ^neas  fpoke — O  death  to  glory  ! — 
Hafte,  let  us  go — Muft  then  the  infulting  Moor 
Infold  her  beauties  in  his  arms  ? — O  !  never  !■— 
But  (hall  the  fon  meantime  forgetting  all 
His  filial  ties  be  perjur'd  to  his  lire  ? 

VOL.  ir.  s  O !  ^ive 
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O  !  give  me  counfel,  Gods  !  In  this  extreme. 
Love,  jealoufy,  a  father's  angry  fhade. 
And  Heaven's  high  mandates  rend  my  warring 
foul. 

Whether  my  fhips  are  moor'd  at  land, 

Or  fails  are  ftretch'd  in  air. 
Cruel  and  falfe  on  either  hand, 

A  like  reproach  I  bear. 

Meanwhile  with  dreadful  doubts  opprefs'd. 
That  harrow  deep  my  labouring  breaft, 

I  ftill  my  flight  delay. 
I  dare  not  quit,  nor  keep  the  fhore. 
But,  ah  !  with  equal  pangs  deplore 

My  parting  or  my  flay  1  [£^V, 


BND  OF   THE  FIRST  ACT, 


ACT 


DIDO.  259, 

A  C  T     II.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

^  rojal  aparlmenty  a  tahle  and  feats. 

Selene,  Araspes. 

SeL  What  hand  has  loosed  the  rude  barbarian's 
chains  ? 

Araf.  I  know  not,  fair  Selene ;  I  behold 
Myfelf  a  prifoner,  guilty ;  then  again 
In  freedom  and  abfolv'd ;  in  one  fhort  moment 
Arafpes  freed,  his  fovereign  lord  in  bonds : 
Through  all  the  palace  anxious  now  I  feek  him. 
And  find  Selene. 

SeJ.  Ah  !  fome  fecret  treafon 
Is  frara'd  againft  ^neas — O  !  Arafpes, 
Preferv^e  the  hero's  life. 

Araf.  He  is  my  foe  : 
But  if  you  afk  Arafpes  to  defend  him 
From  hidden  fraud,  thus  far  I  plight  my  faith  ; 
My  honour  here  will  prove  his  firmell  guard  : 
Thus  much  mull  yet  fuffice. 

Sel.  It  (hall  fuffice.  \,g^^^S' 

Araf,  Ah  !  take  not  from  my  eyes  fo  foon  the 

joy 

To  yiew  Selene's  charms. 
Sel.  What  means  Arafpes  ? 

.  .  S2  Araf 
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Araf.  Alas !  I  know  I  fhould  conceal  my  paffion; 
But  if  I  err,  Selene,  to  yourfelf 
Impute  the  crime  of  love. 

Sel.  I  own,  Arafpes, 
Thy  valour,  virtue,  all  that  claims  regard 
From  woman's  fex — but,  ah  !  another  flame 
Has  warm'd  Selene's  heart. 

Araf,  Ah  me,  unhappy  ! 

Sel.  Yet  more,  Arafpes — if  thefe  feeble  charms 
Have  touch'd  thy  breaft,  at  leaft  difclofe  thy  pains, 
I'll  hear  and  pity  them — but  ah  !  Selene 
Cannot  conceal,  yet  dares  not  own  her  fecret. 

Araf.  Yet  let  me  here  devote  my  conftant  faith. 

Sel.  Thus  much  I  grant,  but  ne'er  cxpe6l  re- 
turn : 
If  thou  canft  love  me  on  this  hard  condition, 
I  take  thy  love — but  ne'er  afpire  to  more. 

Araf  My  heart,  on  this  condition,  plights  its 
truth. 

Sel.  For  me  thy  faithful  love  retain. 
Thy  bofom  bear  the  fhaft  in  vain ; 
But  ne'er  to  me  henceforth  complain 

Of  unrewarded  love. 
My  conftant  heart  and  thine  muft  ihare 
An  equal  portion  of  dcfpair  : 
No  hope  muft  ever  footh  thy  care^ 

Nor  I  compaffion  prove.  \Exlt. 

Arasfes 
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Araspes  alone. 

Thou  bid'ft  me  never  hope,  but  bid'lt  in  vain ; 
Hope  is  the  gleam  that  cheers  the  parting  foul. 

SCENE    II. 

Dido  wifh  a  paper,  OsmIdas. 

Did.  I  know  that  under  feign' d  Arbaces'  name 
The  fovereign  of  the  Moors  here  lurks  conccal'd : 
But  be  it  as  it  may,  he  injures  Dido, 
And  king  or  fubje6l  he  fhall  pay  the  forfeit* 
He  dies  without  reprieve. 

0/m,  Whate'er  thy  will. 
Behold  in  me  your  faithful  minifler. 

Did.  Thy  loyalty  fhall  find  its  due  reward. 

Ofm,  And  what  reward,  O  queen  ?  In  vain  my 
valour  \ 

And  loyalty  are  yours,  while  in  your  heart 
iEneas  rules  alone  the  fovereign  lord. 

Did.   No  more — nor  call  to  mind  that  hated 
name. 
Perfidious  and  ingrate  !  A  foul  that  knows 
No  law  nor  compadl — I  deteft  myfelf 
For  loving  him  fo  long. 

Ofm.  Should  you  again 
Behold  him,  he  would  footh  each  angry  thought. 

Did. 
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Did.  Again  behold  him  ?   Think  not  this  de- 
ceiver, 
While  Dido  lives,  (hall  ever  fee  me  more. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Selene. 

Sel.  -^Elneas  fues  for  audience,  if  my  queen 
Vouchfafe  to  admit  him. 

Did.  Heavens !  ^neas  !  where. 
Where,  my  Selene  ? 

Sel.  He  attends  at  hand. 
And  fighs  impatient  to  behold  his  queen. 

Did.  Rafh  man  ! — but  let  him  enter thou, 

Ofmidas, 
Awhile  retire.  [Exit  Sel. 

Ofm.  Did  I  not  well  forefee  it  ? 
-^neas  rules  at  will  the  heart  of  Dido. 

Did,  Diftra^l  me  not  in  vain — Ofmidas,  leave 
me.  r^^i '*  [Exit  Olm. 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  ^neas. 

Did.  Not  yet  departed  ?  Does  the  great  jiEneas 
Still  deign  to  honour  Lybia's  barbarous  fhores  ? 
I  thought,  already  croft  the  furtheft  waves. 
He  now,  a  vidor  in  Italian  climes. 

Had 
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Had  dragg'd  in  triumph,  at  his  chariot  wheels,  *"  * 
Whole  nations  bound  in  chains  and  captive  kings. 

JEn.    Such  harfh  reproaches,    O !    too  lovely 
queen, 
But  ill  befeem  your  gentlenefs — I  come 
Anxious  to  guard  your  honour  and  my  own.      '^ 
I  know  you  mean  to  punifh  with  his  death 
The  Moor's  prefumptuous  pride. 

Did.  Behold  his  fentence.       [J^eivs  the  paper. 

^n.  Glory  permits  not  I  fhould  thus  revenge 
My  private  wrongs — if  you  for  me  condemn  him. 

Did.    For  thee  condemn  him  ?    Thou  art  too 
'"        much  deceiv'd  : 
Pait  is  that  time,  ^neas,  when  on  thee 
Was  Dido's  every  thought — that  flame  is  quench'd; 
Thofe  chains  are  broken  ;  fcarce  remembrance  now 
Recalls  thy  name. 

Miti.  Refle6l — the  feeming  envoy 
Is  fovereign  of  the  Moors. 

Did.  Whate'er  he  be, 
I  know  him  not — to  me  he  is  Arbaces. 

^n.  O  !  Heaven  !  his  death  againft  your  ftate 
would  raife 
All  Afric's  powers  in  arms. 

Did.  I  alk  not  counfel : 
Guard  thou  thy  kingdom,  Dido  guards  her  own 
Without  thy  arm.     I  gave  my  Carthage  laws, 

And 
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And  faw,  without  thy  help,  her  rifing  towers, 
Blefs'd  had  I  been  if  thou,  ungrateful  man, 
Hadfl  never  reach'd  thefe  fhores. 

JEn.  If  Dido's  foul 
Defpife  the  peril,  grant  his  life  to  me ; 
Let  me  entreat  his  pardon. 

Did.  Dido  fure 
Mufi:  owe  her  kingdom  and  herfelf,  her  all 
To  thy  tranfcendent  merits — To  a  lover 
Loyal  as  thee  ;  a  hero  fo  renown'd 
For  filial  piety ;  to  prayers  fo  juft^ 
To  fuch  a  pleader  what  fhall  be  denied  ? 

\_goes  to  the  table* 
Inhuman  !  tyrant !  on  this  day,  the  laft 
We  e'er  perhaps  may  meet,  thou  now  art  come 
To  fpeak  but  of  Arbaces ;  Dido  claims 
No  more  thy  care.— O  !  had  I  feen  thine  eyes 
But  moiften'd  with. a  tear  ! — Do  I  not  merit 
A  look,  a  iigh,  fome  little  mark  of  pity  ? 
And  yet  thou  dar'ft  to  plead  another's  pardon  \ 
Shall  I  reward  thee  for  thy  cruelty  ? 
Since  thou  would'll  have  him  live  he  furely  dies. 

\^ftgn5  the  paper, 

Mn.  My  foul's  beft  treafure  ftilH  for  fuch  thou 

art. 
In  fpite  of  rigorous  fate.     Ah  !  what  avails 
With  mutual  tendernefs  to  wake  anew 
Your  flumbering  grief — if  yet  your  heart  retain 

1  Some 
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Some  little  thought  for  this  forlorn  of  men, 
Appeafe  your  anger,  and  revoke  the  fentence. 
j:?^^ncas  begs  it — he  whom  Dido  once 
Fronounc'^d  heT  chiefell  good,  and  whom,  till  now. 
She  priz'd  beyond  her  life  and  regal  throne ; 
And  he  whom  once 

Did.  Enough — thou  haft  fubdu'd  me — 
Receive  this  paper — See,  ungrateful  man, 

[^  gives  him  the  paper. 
How  Dido  ftill  adores  thee  ;  with  one  look 
Thou  haft  difarm'd  her — all  defence  is  loft ; 
And  wilt  thou  yet  betray  me — yet  forfake  me  ? 

Ah  !  hear  me  yet,  in  pity  hear. 

Nor  wretched  Dido  leave  ; 
Where  (hall  fhe  meet  with  truth  lincere. 

If  you  her  truth  deceive  ? 

Of  you  my  laft  farewell  to  take. 

To  tear  you  from  my  breaft, 
I  fear  my  wretched  heart  muft  break, 

With  countlefs  woes  opprefs'd.         [ExiL 

-^NEAS  alone. 

I  feel  my  conftancy  begin  to  fail 
Before  fuch  wondrous  truth  ;  and  while  I  feek 
To  fave  another  I  myfe^  am  loft. 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Enfer  Iarbas. 

lar.  What  means  the  great  ^neas  ?  Still  I  fee 
His  face  imprefs'd  with  marks  of  recent  fear. 

JSn.  Iarbas  loos'd  from  bonds !    Who  fet  thee 
free  ? 

lar.  Ofmidas  gave  me  leave  to  range  at  large 
The  palace  walls  ;  but,  to  fecure  thy  fafety, 
Without  my  trufty  fword. 

^n.  Does  thus  Ofmidas 
Betray  his  fovereign's  charge  ? 

lar.  What  fears  ^neas  ? 
Left  I  fhould  fteal  in  fecret  from  thefe  walls  ? 
O  no  !  I  rather  fhall  remain  too  long 
For  thy  fecurity. 

yEn.  Thy  prefent  fortune 
Excites  Eneas'  pity,  not  his  fear. 

far.  Indeed — thy  mighty  heart  may  fpare  its 
pity : 
Go — to  my  ruin,  o'er  a  queen  and  lover 
Exert  thy  power ;  inflame  her  angry  foul 
To  rage  :  fuch  arms  as  thefe  alone  are  us'd 
By  Phrygian  heroes  to  revenge  their  wrongs. 

JSn.  Read  there — ^in  that  the  royal  dame  has 
fign'd, 

svrm^  With 
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With  her  own  hand,  the  mandate  for  thy  death. 
And  were  ^neas  one  of  Afric's  fons, 
larbas  were  no  more — take  this  and  learn 
Difcourteous,  rude  barbarian  !  how  ^neas 
Revenges  injuries  by  him  receiv'd. 

[tears  the  paper  and  gives  it  to  lar.  ExU- 

S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

Iarbas  alone. 

Unheard  of,  ftrange  adventure  !  from  my  foe 
I,  meet  with  pity,  from  my  fubjeCl  falfehood ! 
Ah  !  both  perhaps  confpire  againft  my  peace— 
But  be  it  as  it  may — my  haughty  rival 
May  feign  compaffion,  or  my  friend  be  falfe, 
Iarbas'  foul  fhall  never  harbour  fear. 

Let  clouds  obfcure  the  light  of  day, 

Or  Sol  redeem  his  flafhing  ray, 

My  conftant  heart  feels  no  difmay,  ^   , 

But  Hill  unchang'd  remains. 
Even  from  my  birth  inur'd  to  dare. 
No  fortune  claims  Iarbas'  care, 

Who  every  foe  difdains.  [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    vir. 

A  halL 
^NEAS  alone, 

Twixt  love  and  duty  in  my  doubtful  breaft 
My  heart  ftill  fluctuates,  while,  alas !  my  virtue 
Submits  too  far  to  beauty's  fovereign  fway. 
Roufe,  roufe  thyfelf  and  let  the  hero  now 
Subdue  the  lover. 

SCENE   viir. 

Enter  Araspes. 

Araf.  Till  this  hour  in  vain 
I  have  fought  thee  through  the  palace. 

JEn.  Let  me  now 
Embrace  my  friend 

Araf.  Away — behold  in  me 
Thy  foe,  ^neas ;  draw  thy  fword  this  inftant  r 
I  feek  not  friendfliip  with  thee,  but  the  exchange 
Of  enmity,  with  arms  oppos'd  to  arms. 

Mn,  Thou  iirft  haft  fav'd  me  from  larbas'  fury  ; 
Thou  caH'ft  me  now  to  meet  in  mortal  ftrife. 
And  fpurn'ft  my  profFerr'd  friendfliip.        ^   , 

Araf,  Thou  art  deceived. 
I  but  defended  then  my  monarch's  glory, 

And- 
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And  not  ^Eneas'  life — prepare  thee  now 
With  nobler  death  to  give  that  juft  revenge 
Which  late  my  arm  denied  him. 

Mn.  Shall  vEneas 
Againft  his  brave  preferver  draw  the  fword  ? 

Araf.  Ha  !  wherefore  doll  thou  paufe  ? 

^n.  My  life  is  thine  : 
Take,  if  thou  wilt,  the  gift  thyfelf  beftow'd ; 
But  hope  not,  generous  warrior,  e'er  to  fee 
My  weapon  rais'd  againft  thee. 

Araf.  If  thy  hand 
Refufe  to  draw,  expecl  to  hear  each  infult 
That  brands  the  vile  and  coward 

JEn,  'Tis  too  much 

^neas  never  can  fubmit  to  bear 

Such  threats  as  ill  befeem  a  warrior's  ear  5 

Thou  fhalt  be  fatisfied.     Behold  my  fword 

Brandifh'd  againft  thee — but  let  Gods  and  men 

Be  witnefs  firft  to  what  my  tongue  declares  : 

I  am  Arafpes*  friend,  and  to  his  gift 

I  owe  my  life  ;  that  now  reluctant,  urg'd 

Beyond  my  heart's  beft  feelings,  and  debas'd 

With  infamous  reproach,  I  dare  the  combat ; 

And  facrifice  my  gratitude  to  honour.         \^fighi- 


SCENE 
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SCENE    IX. 

Enter  Selene. 

$el.  Such  boldnefs  in  the  palace  ?  hold,  Arafpes, 
Thus  to  Selene  wilt  thou  keep  thy  faith  ? 
And  thus,  O  traitor,  guard  Eneas'  life  ? 

Mn.  No,  princefs,  never  yet  Arafpes'  bofom 
Could  harbour  treafon. 

Sel.  He,  who  ferv^es  larbas^ 
Can  never  fure  be  faithflil. 

Araf.  Fair  Selene, 
Yciu  only  dare  accufe  me. 

Sel,  Peace,  and  leave  me. 

Araf.  With  filent  awe  I  bend  to  thee. 
But,  ah  I  thou  wrong'ft  my  truth,  on  me 

To  fix  a  traitor's  ftain. 
Far,  far,  be  hence  my  fteps  addrefs'd. 
Yet  foon,  I  truft,  thy  gentle  breaft. 

Will  mourn  its  pafl  difdain.  \Exit^ 

S  C  E  N  E    X. 

^NEAS,  Selene. 
/? 

Mn,  When  late  Arafpes  dar'd  me  to  the  fight 
He  fought  his  monarch's  caufe  ;  and  if  Selene 

Would 
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Would  now  condemn  him,  fhe  condemns  unjuftly 
A  noble  heart. 

Sel.  Whate'er  Arafpes  be, 
I  wafte  not  time  on  hin* — Dido  requires 
A  converfe  with  thee. 

yEn.  But  even  now  I  left 
The  queen's  apartment ;  if  fhe  hope  again 
To  ft  ay  my  fteps  on  thefe  forbidden  fhores. 
She  will  but  torture  both  with  fruitlefs  pain. 

Sel.  How  canft  thou,   O  thou  dear  one  !    thus 
forfake 
A  wretched  queen  that  loves  thee  ? 

vEn.  How  Selene  ! 
To  me  ? 

Sel.  'Tis  Dido,  not  Selene  fpeaks. 

jEn.  If  pity  for  a  lifter  thus  affli6l  you. 
Think  not  of  me — to  her  once  more  return  : 
O  !  bid  the  beauteous  mourner  yet  have  comfort. 
Submit  to  fate  and  banifh  fruitlefs  forrow, 

Sel.  Ah  !  no — yet  change  thy  purpofe,  yet  re- 
lent, 
—My  life's  beft  treafure  ! 

jEn.  Ha  !   Is  this  Selene  ? 

Sel.  'JTis  Dido,  not  Selene  fpeaks — confent 
To  hear  her  yet — 'tis  all  fhe  now  implores. 

yEn.  'Tis  thus  that  lovers  ftill  deceive  themfclves. 
And  feeking  comfort,  find  but  new  defpair. 

1  Of 
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Of  every  pang  the  bofom  bears, 

Moft  wretched  lovers  find 
The  moment  that  afunder  tears 

Two  hearts  in  one  intwin'd. 

What  fouls,  by  love's  foft  paffion  mov'd. 

Can  bear  this  ftroke  of  woe  ? 
This,  if  Selene  ne'er  has  prov'd. 

Ah  !  may  fhe  never  know.  [Exit, 


SCENE    XI. 

Selene  alone, 

O  fond  Selene  !  O  unhappy  maid  ! 
For  whom  doft  thou  indulge  a  hopelefs  flame  ? 
My  peace  is  loft  ! — But  who,  alas  !  compels  me 
To  figh  in  vain  ? — ^Then  choofe  fome  other  heart 
More  grateful  to  thy  vows,  fome  other  lover 
Worthy  thy  love — O  Heaven  !  it  is  not  ours 
To  fix  the  choice — nor  is  it  grace,  nor  beauty. 
Nor  inbred  worth,  nor  valour  that  awakes 
Th6  feeds  of  love — ah  !  no — we  find  the  worthlefs 
Too  often  priz'd,  while,  partial  to  its  choice. 
The  blindfold  paflion  forms  ideal  charms. 


Each 
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Each  lover  thinks  that  fecret  charms 
Muft  give  him  firft  the  foft  alaims. 
That  merit  only  points  the  arms 

That  pierce  thfi  lover's  heart,  v,'  :"}ff    '■, 
But  oft  no  charms  or  merits  fire ; 
'Tis  but  fome  flart  of  wild  defire. 
That  thus  the  bofom  can  infpire, .  ,j,.;;^  ;>j 

Which  blindly  hugs  the  dart.  [Exif. 

SCENE    XII. 

y(  clofet  with  feats. 

Dido  alone, 

I'll  live  no  longer  doubtful  of  my  fate  : 
'Tis  now  the  laft  important  time,  once  more 
To  prove  JEneas. — Since  my  prayers,  my  fuffer- 

ings 
Have  fail'd  to  move  his  pity,  jealoufy 
May  fearch  the  deep  recefTes  of  his  heart. 
And  from  its  afhes  wake  the  fmother'd  flame. 

SCENE    XIII. 

Enter  ^neas. 

Mn.  I  come,  O  queen  !    to  hear  your  laft  re- 
proaches : 
I  know  you  mean  to  call  me  falfe,  perfidious, 
VOL.  II.  T  Ingrate, 
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Ingrate,  unworthy,  perjur'd — every  name 
That  anger  di(5lates — I  deferv^e  them  all. 

Did.  O  !  no— no  longer  Fm  incens'd — no  more 
I  call  thee  perjur'd,  falfe — nor  feek  I  now 
To  bring  our  pail  endearments  to  remembrance. 
I  alk  Eneas'  counfel  not  his  love : 
Be  feated  and  attend.  \theyjit. 

JEn.  [afide^  What  would  the  queen  ? 

Did.  Thou  feeft,  ^neas,  how  unnumber'd  foes 
Begirt  my  growing  empire  ;  till  this  hour 
I  fcorn'd  their  threats  and  fury — but  larbas 
By  me  provok'd,  when  I  fhall  lofe  thy  fuccour. 
Will  take,  for  his  revenge,  my  life  and  throne. 
In  fuch  diftrefsful  ftate  all  help  is  vain — 
What  then  remains  ?  I  muft  encounter  death. 
Or  give  this  hand  to  appeafe  the  haughty  JVIoon 
Fatal  alternative  !  I  know  not  where 
To  fix  my  choice-— alone — a  feeble  woman — 
Far  from  my  native  foil — Alas  1  I  feel 
My  fpirits  link,  unequal  to  the  trial : 
Then  wonder  not,  ^neas,  that  my  foul 
Still  unrefolv'd  requefts  thy  friendly  counfel. 

JE71.  And  is  there  then  no  other  way  but  death. 
Or  this  detefted  Hymen  ? 

Did.  Ah  !  too  fure 
One  other  way  remains— 

jEn.  Say 

Did,  Had  iEneas 

Difdain*d. 
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Difdain'd  not  to  receive  my  plighted  faith. 

Then  had  I  feen,  from  furtheft  Araby 

To  Atlas'  waves,  all  Afric  bend  the  knee 

To  adore  their  queen  in  Carthage — then  renew'd. 

Might  Troy  and  Tyre  united — but  I  rave  ! 

And  feign  impoffibilities ^then  fayj 

What  courfe  befits  me  ? — With  a  mind  unfhaken 
Shall  Dido  now  larbas  choofe  or  death  ? 

JEn.  larbas  choofe  or  death  !  and  mine  the  talk 
To  counfcl  thee  !  her,  whom  my  foul  adores. 
To  fee  her  in  a  hated  rival's  arms. 
Her  whom 

Di^.  No  more — ^fince  thus  my  nuptials  pain  thee, 
I  here  difclaim  them — but  to  fave  her  fame, 
Herfelf  from  infult.  Dido  muft  not  live. 
Draw,  draw  thy  fword,  and  pierce  this  conftant 

bofom ; 
Such  cruelty  were  mercy 

^n.  Shall  jEneas  -      " 
Then  murder  Dido  1  firft  let  angry  Heaven 
Rain  all  its  vengeance — rather  may  the  Gods 
Take  from  my  days  of  life  and  add  to  thine  1 

J)id.  Then  let  me  wed  larbas. 

y£«.  Yet  reflect 

Too  much,  O  Heaven,  thou  heed'ft  ^E^jieas'  peace. 

Did.  Then  take  my  life* 

JEn.  No — ^let  us  yield  to  fate — • 
Oive  to  larbas — give  thy  royal  hand-— 

T  '2  Do 
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Do  thou  but  live  and  let  ^neas  never 
Know  peace  or  comfort  more. 

Did.  Since  thou  canll  wi(h 
To  fee  me  wed  another,  thou  fhalt  find 
Thy  wifh  completed — call  larbas  hither. 
Thou  feeft  thy  power  o'er  Dido. 

[an  attendant  enHrs,  and  having  recewed  the 
order  departs^ 

Mn.  O  !  farewell.  {j^'^^^S' 

Did.  Say,  whither  goeft  thou  ?  Stay — thou  muti 

remain 

A'  witnefs  of  thefe  happy  nuptial  rites —    [to  JEa\, 

He  cannot  long  refill [afidr. 

yEn.  Be  firm,  my  heart ! 

SCENE    XIV. 

Enter  Iarbas, 

Jar.  Why  am  I  fummon'd  hither  ?  thinkil  thotr. 
Dido, 
Thy  threats  or  wrath  can  make  larbas  bend  ? 
O  !   no — thou  art  deceiv'd — his  heart  remains 
Unchang'd,  inflexible. 

,^^n.  Prefumptuous  man  J  \afide. 

Did.  O  king  !   be  now  appeas'd — 'thy  rank  and 
name 
From  me  conceal' d,  thou  haii  expos'd  thy  honour 

io 
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To  ill-befeeming  perils — ^whilc  myfelf— r 

But  lit  and  calmly  hear  me  now  re:^^eal 

My  fecret  thoughts:  ■  ■■ '  n  \ ;,  ^  ? ,         [/z^-. 

lar.  Speak  on — I  am  attentive.  \^fiis. 

jEn.  At  leall  permit  me  now —  [^^^"S- 

Did.  Forbear— be  feated  ;  ^  tfl'^rr^.r;  *.vo 

A  moment  yet  with  patience  hear  our  converfe — 

— He  cannot  long  relill \iifide. 

JSn.  Be  firm  my  heart.  "  \afide. 

lar.  Let  him  depart,  for  iince  larbas  Hays 
With  thee,  O  queen  \  it  fits  not  that  .l^^neas 
Should  lliare  our  privacy. 

Mn.  O  yet  be  patient —  \ajide.* 

Did.  In  him  thou  feeft  no  rival  but  a  friend, 

\to  lar. 
For  thee  he  dill  has  pleaded — by  his  counfel 
I  yield  thee  love  ;  but  if  larbas  think 
My  lips  deceive  him,  thou,  ^Eneas,  fpeak, 
Confirm  the  words  of  Dido. 

JEn.  All  is  true. 

lar.  Has  then  the  Moorifli  king  no  higher  praiiJp 
Than  great  Eneas'  favour  ? 

Did.  No,  larbas, 
I  lov'd  in  thee  the  kingly  pride  that  beams 
From  every  look  ;  I  love  thy  dauntlefs  heart 
That  fcofFs  at  peril,  and  defpifes  death  ; 
And  if  Heaven  e'er  decree  that,  Jbin'd  with  thee, . 

Thy 


278  piDo.  [act  II. 

Thy  partner  and  thy  fpoufe — -— 

JSft.  O  \  queen,  farewell. 
Let  this  fuffice,  ^Eneas  has  till  now 
Fulfiird  your  bidding.  {^i^^^^- 

Did.  Yet  awhile  remain — 
One  moment  more — his  conftancy  is  fhaken.  [cifide. 

Mn.  O  death  to  fufFer  !  \Jits  again. 

lar.  Thou  delay'ft  too  long, 

0  Dido  !  think  what  now  thy  duty  claims ; 
Yet  for  thy  beauty's  fake,  tranfcendent  fair, 

1  pardon  all  my  wrongs, 

jEn.  O  heavenly  powers  !  \ajide. 

Jar.  In  pledge  of  faith  vouchfafe  me  now  thy 
hand. 

Did.  Receive  it  here — and  never  favouring  love 
Could  knit  my  future  life  in  happier  bands. 

JEn.  I  can  endure  no  more — 

[rifes  greatly  agitated. 

I>id.  What  means  iEneas  ? 

^n.  What  would  you  ?    Is  it  not  enough  to 
prove 
My  conilancy  with  trials  fo  fevere  ? 

Did.  Ah  !  yet,  be  filent 

jEn.  Silent !  I  have  borne 
Enough  in  filence« — to  my  rival,  princefs. 
You  give  yourfelf,  and  bid  my  lips  confirm  it. 
All  have  I  done  for  you— what  would  you  more  ? 

ShaU 
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Shall  I  behold  you  in  his  happier  arms  ? 
Command  my  death,  but  bid  me  not  be  filent. 

Did.  Yet  hear — thou  much  haft  Wrong'd  me  to 
complain—  ■  >  ^.• 

Thou  know'ft  that  to  obey  thee—  [rifes, 

Mn.  Yes,  full  well 
I  know  it  all — I  know  myfelf  a  traitor, 
Ingrate  and  falfe,  that  Dido's  conftant  faith 
For  me  would  forfeit  life  and  regal  fway  : 
But  faith  like  this  I  can  behold  no  longer.    [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E    XV. 
Dido,  Iarbas. 

Did.  jEneas,  ftay 

lar.  permit  him  to  depart.  \rifes» 

Did.  Fain  would  I  calni  his  tranfports. 

lar.  What's  thy  fear  ? 
Give  but  to  me  thy  hand,  the  care  be  mine 
To  vindicate  thy  fame. 

Did.  It  is  not  now 
A  time  for  nuptials. 

lar.  Wherefore  ? 

Did.  Seek  no  further. 

lar.  Give  me  to  know  the  caufe. 

Did,  Then  learn  it  now : . 

I  never 
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I  never  lov'd  thee,  never  did  my  eyes 

With  pleafure  view  thee — no,  thou  haft  been  ever 

To  Dido  hateful,  and  far  lefs  I  prize 

larbas  conftant  than  ^neas  falfe. 

lar.  Perfidious !  ani  I  then  an  abje^l  mark 
For  fcorn  to  point  at  ?  Doft  thou  know  larbas  ? 
And  know  the  man  thou  dar'ft  infult  ? 

Did,  I  know  thee 
A  rude  barbarian  and  defpife  thy  power. 

Jar.  Call  me  whate'er  thy  rage  may  name, 

A  day  may  fink  thy  pride  ; 
When  thou  fhalt  feek,  infulting  dame. 

The  grace  by  me  denied. 

This  rude  barbarian,  now  thy  fcorn. 

No  more  fhall  prize  thy  fmiles ; 
This  rude  barbarian  then  in  turn 

Shall  mock  thy  fex's  wiles.  [^Exif, 

SCENE    XVI. 

Dido  alone. 

Amidft  thefe  warring  thoughts  methinks  I  find 
My  heart  more  light  :>I  little  fear  the  threats. 
Of  proud  larbas ;  but  ^neas  flill 
Even  in  refentment  charms ;  in  him  I  prize 
His  very  wrath,  the  welcome  proof  of  love. 

Ah! 
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Ah  !  could  I  hope — ^Ye  pitying  Powers !  remem- 
ber 
Like  me  you  once  were  lovers — Hear,  O  !  hear. 
And  let  your  heavenly  bofoms  feel  for  mine. 

Ah  !  me,  too  oft  the  flatterer  Love 

Would  footh  my  eafy  heart, 
And  cries — ^*  Thou  foon  wilt  happier  prove  ;'* 

Still  rankles  here  the  dart. 

Sometime  with  comfort's  fliort  relief,  ,  ^ 

Awhile  my  tortures  ceafe  ; 
But  foon  my  b^-eaft  with  lafting  grief 

Repays  a  moment's  peace.  ,  [jEjt/V. 


£XD    OF    THE    SECOND    ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

A  fea-fort :  Jh'tps  ready  for  the  emharhatlon  of 
jEneas. 

^NEAs,  Trojans. 

JEn,  Unconquer'd  friends,  with  me  inur'd  to 

bear 
The  rage  of  feas  and  fkies,  refume  once  more 
Your  wonted  ardour.     Lo  !  the  deftin'd  hour 
To  llretch  our  fails,   and   plough  the  faithlefs 

waves. 
Hafte,  brave  companions,  let  the  winds  and  dorms 
Invade  the  Trojan  fleet.     Our  future  perils 
Shall  raife  our  name  to  glory  :  think,  the  time. 
The  happy  time  will  come  to  number  o'er 
In  glad  remembrance  all  our  labours  pall. 

SCENE    II. 

B>nter  Iarbas  attended. 

Jar,  And  whither  does  this  wandering  hero  now 
Dire6l  his  arms  and  veflels  ?  Does  he  bear 
The  war  elfewhere  ?  Or  would  he  feek  by  flight 
To  efcape  Iarbas  ? 

Mn.  Fate  again  prepares 
New  obftacles  to  Hay  me.  \afide. 

lar. 
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lar.  Por  a  moment 
Thy  barks  may  yet  remain  at  anchor  here  j 
If  thou  haft  courage,  meet  my  arm — behold 
I  dare  thee  to  the  combat. 

jEn.  I  accept 
Thy  profFerr'd  challenge — Hold,  my  friefids,  I  feek 
No  fword  but  mine  to  tame  yon  haughty  boafter. 

[to  his  followers. 
'  I  am  preparM — ^what  now  employs  thy  thoughts  ? 

[to  lar. 

lar.  I  think  thy  deatli  but  little  will  fuffice 
To  fatiate  my  revenge. 

JEln.  Far  rather  own 
To  ftay  me  now  demands  thy  Iiobleft  effort-*. 
To  arms ! 

lar.  To  arms ! 

[fight :  •while  they  are  engaged  and  larbas  he^ 
gins  to  give  ground,  the  Moors  come  to  his 
ajfijlance  and  attack  .^neas.J 

Mn.  Come,  all  thy  realm  united ! 

lar.  Defend  thee^  if  thou  canft 

JEn.  I  fear  thee  not. 

Barbarian  I * 

[the  companions  of  ^neas  come  to  his  ajftftance 
and  attack  the  Moors :  a  Jkirmijh  enfues, 
the  Moors  are  driven  off:  larbas  falls.'] 

Thou  art  fallen  beneath  my  arm, 

yieldj  ox  this  weapon  drinks  thy  blood. 

2  lar. 
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la?'.  In  vain  -^       "'' 

Thou  feek-'ft  to  bend, me 

yEn..  If  thou  Wilt  npt  afk 
Life  from  thy  vi6lor 

Jar.  Never — ufe  thy  fortune. 

jEn,  Die  then — but  hold  awhile — it  fliall  be  fo. 
No — take  thy  life,  nor  deem  thy  empty  pride 
Shall  change  the  tenour  of  my  conftant  foul.  [Exit, 

Jar,  I   am   conquer' d,  not  fubdu'd"— at   lead 
larbas 
Shall  never  prove  alone  the  cruel  mark 
Of  fickle  Fortune's  rage  :  a  monarch's  fall 
Shall  drag  a  kingdom  down  to  fliare  his  ruin. 

-       .  *.**^  [/i^j//. 

SCENE     III. 

j4  %6wer  hetweeii  the  city  and  the  port, 

OsMiDAS  alotte. 

The  Moors  already,  to  defend  larbas. 
Have  reach'd  thefe  walls  :  behold  the  hour  at  hand 
That  muft  confirm  my  greatnefs.     To  betray 
A  thanklefs  woman  little  I  repent  i 
I  puniOi  her  injuftice  thus,  who  never 
Vouchfaf  d  a  recompenfe  to  faith  like  mine. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

Efifer  I  ARE  AS  attended. 

lar.  Follow  mcy  friends !    now  halle  we  to  the 
palace.  [tiot  feeing  Ofm. 

Ofin.  Hear  me,  great  king,  your  warriors  arc 
prepared. 
The  time  at  length  is  come  to  avenge  your  wrongs^ 

lar.  Away,  my  friends,  larbas'  fury  now 
Admits  of  no  delay [  goings  tiot  hearing  Ofm* 

Ofm.  Yet  flay 

lar.  What  wouldTt  thou  ? 

Ofm.  Forget  not,  king,  that  to  Ofjuidas'  truth 
You  owe  fome  recompenfe  for  love  reveng'd- 

lar.  O  !   'tis  mod  true — and  mark,  thou  ihall 
receive 
Thy  recompenfe  ere  I  my  wifhM  revenge. 

Ofn.  Moft  generous  monarch  ! 

lar.  Seize,  difarm  and  bind  him. 
Then  let  him  die.  {^i^'i^^' 

Ofm.  This  fentence  on  Ofmidas ! 
What  rage  unjuft  ? — 

lar.  Such  is  the  due  reward 

A  traitor  merits. 

[£.r/V  %vith  apart  of  his  followers  ;  fome  remain 

to  execute  his  orders  on  Ofm.] 

6  SCENE 
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SCENE     V. 

Enter  iExEAS  with  Trojans. 

JEn.  We  at  length  are  Inet ; 
Not  one  is  wanting  of  our  fcatter'd  friends* 
No  more  delay — the  Ikies  ferenely  fmile, 
The  winds,  the  waves  invite  us— ^hafle,  my  friends^ 
Hafte  to  the  fhips  and  feas. 

[at  the  appearance  of  iEncas,  the  Moors  jf^ 
and  leave  Ofmidas  bound  to  a  tree.~\ 

Ofm.  Unconquer'd  hero.  ■ 

JEn.  What  means  Ofmidas  thus— 

0/m.  Such  is  the  ftate 
larbas,  cruel  king — » 

JEn,  There  needs  no  more. 
Friends,  fet  Ofmidas  free — he  yet  (hall  find 
(Unworthy  as  \it  is)  afliftance  where 
He  leaft  could  hope  to  find  it ;  and  may  learn 
New  virtue  from  remorfe. 

[the  Trojans  unVmd  Ofmida3. 

Ofm.  O  yet  permit  me 
In  gratitude  for  mercy  thus  beftow'd, 
Moft  gracious  hero  ! —  [kneels, 

Mn,  Rife,  and  quit  this  place. 

Ofm.  To  fuch  exalted  virtue 

.  JEn.  Ijfthoufeek'ft 

Ta 
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To  fhew  thy  gratitude  ;  henceforth,  Ofmidas, 
Learn  better  to  prefcrve  thy  faith  unftain'd, 

Ofm.  Whene'er  the  ftreams  in  mountains  bred. 
Through  verdant  meadows  backward  led. 
Shall  feek  again  their  ancient  bed, 

I'll  ceafe  thy  praife  to  own. 
The  night  fhall  fhine  with  Phoebus'  ray. 
When  I,  O  chief,  no  longer  pay 
My  thanks  for  life,  this  venturous  day, 

Preferv'd  by  thee  alone.  [-Er/V- 

SCENE    VI. 

Enter  Selen^e. 

Mn.  Say,  princefs,  whither  dofl  thou  hafle  \ 

Sel  To  thee, 
O  !  hear  me  yet ! 

^iTi.  If  thou  would'fl  hope  once  more 
To  call  back  former  love — thofe  hopes  are  vain. 

Sel.  What  then  remains  for  Dido  ? 

jEn,  My  departure 
Will  banifh  all  her  perils :  while  I  ftay. 
My  prefence  but  incites  her  foes'  refentment. 
larbas  woos  her  to  partake  hh  throne  : 
To  him  let  Dido  yield  her  hand,  and  peace 
May  once  again  be  hers.  [,^om^, 

SeL  Yet  ftay,  iEneas 

If 
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If  thus  thou  goeft,  not  only  Dido  dies. 
But,  ah  !  Selene  never  can  furvive. 

JEfi.  What  means  Selene  ? 

^el.  From  the  day  I  firft 
Beheld  ^neas,  in  my  bread:  I  fmother'd 
The  growing  paffion,  fearful  to  betray 
A  lifter's  truft  ;  but  now  in  death,  I  fue 
To  thee,  O  prince  !  if  not  for  love,  yet  hear. 
For  pity  hear,  a  wretched  maid. 

^n.  Selene, 
No  more  difcourfe  to  me  of  love,  nor  tell  mc 
Of  Dido's  flame  or  thiue.     I  am  not  now 
The  man  I  was ;  the  lover's  name  is  loft. 
And  all  the  warrior  kindles  in  my  foul : 
My  former  felf  revives,  and  each  that  feeks 
To  oppofe  my  glory  is  Eneas'  foe. 

I  burn  a  vi(9:or's  fame  to  win. 

To  a6l  the  hero's  part ; 
And  now  already  I  begin 

To  triumph  o'er  my  heart. 

1  fly  to  reach  the  embattled  plain, 
'Midft  arms,  and  death  and  foes ; 

And  from  the  fanguine  conflidl  gain 

New  wreaths  to  bind  my  brows.        \Exit. 
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SCENE    VII. 

Selene  alone,- 

To  fcorn  my  flame  !  deny  me  every  hope. 
This  may  be  conftancy  for  thee  to  boaft ; 
But  if  thou  canft  forbid  a  gentle  heart 
To  eafe  her  torments  with  complaining  love,    '  *  . 
Ah  !  call  not  then  fuch  conftancy  thy  virtue  :     ^• 
He  knows  no  virtue  who  has  loft  compaffion. 

0  !  Heaven,  I  faint,  I  die  with  love. 
Yet  nothmg  can  my  tyrant  move. 
Forbid  in  welcome  death  to  prove 

The  wretch's  laft  relief. 
Ah  !  wherefore,  cruel  man !  deny 
To  hear  my  plaints,  and  ere  I  die 
To  yield  at  leaft  one  tender  figh 

In  pity  to  my  grief.  [Exit. 

SCENE    VIII. 
The  palace^  with  a  view  of  the  city  of  Carthage. 

Dido  alone, 

Parewell  to  every  gleam  of  peace  ! 

1  feel,  I  feel  my  pangs  increafe. 

What  means,  ye  righteous  powers !  the  flame 
,    That  Ihoots  through  all  my  vital  frame  ? 

VOL  II.  V  SCENE 
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SCENE    IX. 

Enter  Osmidas. 


-JfJ  Vii 


Ofm.  Have  pity — mighty  queen  ! 

Did.  What  wouldft  thou,  friend  ? 

Ofm.  Alas  !  that  name  but  ill  befits  a  traitor, 
A  foe  to  thee,  ^neas,  and  thy  loye. 

Did.  Ha!  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Ofm.  With  the  hope  to  reign  in  Carthage, 
I  ofFerr'd  to  larbas  treacherous  aid, 
Which  he  accepting  till  this  hour  employed ; 
And  now,  for  my  reward,  the  tyrant  fought 
To  take  my  life,  which  great  ^neas  fav'd. 

Did.  And  haft  thou,  ftain'd  with  crimes  like 
thefe,  prefum'd 
To  come  in  Dido's  prefence  ? 

Ofm.  See,  O  queen  !  [kneels. 

A  wretch,  who  neither  hopes  nor  fues  for  pardon ; 
All,  all  I  alk  is  inftant  judgment. 

Did.  Rife:        .vV.> 
To  what  art  thou  reduc'd,  unhappy  Dido  ! 
What  planet  rul'd  my  birth  !  the  faith  of  thofe 
Whom  moft  I  trufted 
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SCENE    X. 

Enfer  Selene. 

Sel.  O  !  my  deareft  fifter ! 
At  length  -<Eneas 

Did.  Has  he  fled  from  Carthage  ? 

Sel.  No — but  expe6t  to  fee  his  fails  ere  long 
Spread  wide  their  canvas  to  forfake  the  Ihore. 
Even  now  I  faw  him  to  the  ready  fhips 
With  eager  fpeed  conduct  his  following  friends. 

Did.  Ungratefiil !    perjur'd! Heaven's!    s. 

wretched  exile, 
A  wandering  mendicant ! — ^What  heart  but  his 
Could  ever  boaft  fuch  cruelty ! — ^And  thou. 
Unkind  Selene  !  to  behold  his  flight. 
Yet  want  the  power  to  fl:ay  him 

Sel.  Every  care 
Of  mine  was  fruitlefs. 

Did.  Hafl:e,  Ofmidas,  hafle. 
One  moment  yet  detain  him. 

O/m.  Let  me  fly 
To  execute  your  will.  [Exit. 


V  2  SCENE 
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SCENE    XI. 

Dido,  Selene. 

Sel.  Trufl  not  too  far 

Thou  know'ft  not  yet  Ofmidas. 

Did.  Ah  !  too  well. 
Such  is  my  cmel  fate,  I  i^and  condemn'd 
To  feek  his  help  whofe  treafon  has  betray'd  me. 

Sel.  Thy  hopes  mull  centre  in  thyfelf  alone. 

Go— feek  him — beg — implore who  knows  th' 

event  ? 
Thou  may'ft  fubdue  him  yet.  i£-^^  .-v 

Did.  Shall  Dido  then 
Defcend  to  prayers  and  tears  ?   Dido/  whofe  cou- 
rage '   .     '■  . 
Forfook  Sidonia's  iliores,  to  dare  the  rage 
Of  fcas  and  ftorms,  in  fearch  of  other  climes 
And  kingdoms  yet  unknown  ? — I  ftill  am  fhe 
'Jliat  with  new  cities  grac'd  the  Lybian  coall ; 
That  kept  her  ftate  amidft  furrounding  fnares, 
Amidlt  alarms  and  perils — Think'ft  thou  now 
Her  foul  can  yield  to  fuch  ignoble  ftooping  ? 

^SeJ.  Alas !  forget  your  rank,  or  banifh  hope. 
For  love  but  ill  agrees  with  majefty. 
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SCENE    XII. 

jEw/^r,  Araspes. 

Did,  Arafpes  in  thefe  walls  ? 

[the  flames  begin  to  appear  at  a  diflance 
amotigfl  the  buildings. 

Araf.  I  come,  in  pity 
Of  your  endanger'd  ftate — the  furious  king 
Deftroys  and  burns  the  lofty  domes  of  Carthage. 
Behold,  O  queen  !   behold  the  flames  afar 
Driven  by  the  raging  wind — if  you  delay  '^"^ 

A  moment  now  to  appeafe  his  vengeful  anger. 
One  fatal  day  mull  end  your  life  and  empire. 

Did.  Has  Fortune  then  more  evils  yet  in  (lore 
To  add  to  what  I  feel  ? 

Sel.  O  !  fatal  day  ! 

SCENE    XIII. 

Enter  Osmidas, 

Did.  Ofmidas. 

Ofm.  All  around  the  flames  prevail. 

Did.  I  know  it  well — I  alk  thee  of  ^neas. 
What  had  thou  gain'd  ? 

Ofm.  JEneas  is  departed. 
Already  now,  at  diflance  from  the  land, 

He 
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He  cuts  the  waves — I  fcarce  arriv'd  in  time 
To  view  his  flying  fails. 

Did.  O  !  fenfelefs  Dido  ! 
'Tis  thou,  thou  art  the  accompHce  of  his  flight. 

Thou  fhould'fl:  have  feiz'd  him  firfl:^ Return, 

Ofmidas, 
Fly  fwift  to  yonder  fliore,  collect  my  fleets. 
My  arms,  my  warriors — O  !  purfue  the  traitor. 
Burn,  link  his  veflJels — bring  him  bound  in  chains. 
Alive  or  dead,  before  me. 

Ofm.  Think'ft  thou  now 
Of  vengeance  when  the  threatening  flames  in- 
creafe  ? 

Did.  Then  let  us  hafte — O  no — Ofmidas,  fl:ay. 
I  know  not  where — my  foul  is  all  difl:ra(Slion. 
Still  art  thou  here  ? 

Ofm.  I  fly  to  obey  your  will.  [Exit, 

SCENE    XIV.- 

!DiDo,  Selene,  Abaspes. 

Araf.  Think  on  your  danger,  Dido. 

Sel.  Think,  O !  thmk 
What  means  may  yet  preferve  thee. 

Did.  Do  I  ftill 
Bear  all  thefe  woes  and  live  ?— Go,  dear  Selene^ 
Thou,  in  my  flead,  provide,  aflfill  in  all ; 

And, 
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And,  if  thou  lov'ft,  forfake  not  wretched  Dido. 

Sel.  Alas  !  my  bofom's  woes  tranfcend  thy  own. 

\Jbxit. 

SCENE    XV. 
Dido,  Araspes. 

Araf,  Still  do  you  here  remain  unterrified 
To  view  the  advancing  flames  ? 

Did.  All  hope  is  loft  ! 
And  fear  I  know,  not — hope  and  fear  in  man 
Are  born  together  and  together  die. 

jiraf.  Fain  would  I  fave  you  yet — believe  me, 
queen, 
I  fliudder  at  your  perils. 

Did.  O  !  for  pity 
Leave  me,  Arafp^s,  leave  me  to  myfelf. 

[Exit  Araf. 

Did.  My  wretched  fate  (hall  one  day  prove  the 
theme 
Of  fabling  verfe  ;  my  fufFerings  (hall  become 
The  mournful  fubje6t  of  the  tragic  fcene. 

SCENE    XVI. 

Enter  Osmidas. 
Ofm.  All,  all  is  loft  ! 


Did,  So  foon  return'd  ? 


Ofnu 
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Ofm.  In  vain 
I  from  thy  palace  fought  to  reach  the  Itrand ; 
The  threatening  fquadrons  of  the  faithlefs  Moor 
Swarm  in  the  llreets  of  Carthage  :  midft  the  cries 
And  Ihouts  of  foldiers,  to  their  impious  rage 
The  virgins  are  expos'd,  the  fanes  dcferted  ; 
No  pity  fhewn  to  infancy  or  age. 

Diti.  And  is  there  then  no  way  for  Dido  left 
To  cfcape  impending  ruin  ? 

[t/ie  JIames  begin  to  appear  in  the  palace^ 

SCENE    xvir. 

Enter  Selene, 

Set.  Fly,  O  queen  ! 
Your  guards  are  vanquifh'd — no  defence  remains. 
See,  from  the  burning  town  the  flames  have  reach'd 
Your  inmoft  palace — all  the  air  is  fill'd 
With  fmoke  and  fiery  fparkles 

Did.  Let  us  hence. 
And  feek  elfewhere  for  fuccour. 

Ofjn.  Ah  !  what  fuccour  ? 

Sel.  Where  can  it  now  be  found  ? 

Did.  O  !  coward  fouls  ! 
Come,  follow  Dido — if  your  courage  fails. 
Then  learn  from  me  to  die. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    XVIII. 

Enter  Jar B as  with  guards^ 

lar.  Stay. 

Did.  Heavenly  powers ! 
What  do  I  fee  ! 

lar.  Where  goeft  thou  thus  difmayM  ? 
Perhaps  to  take  the  faithful  Trojan's  hand  ? 
Go,  hafte  thee  then — behold  the  torches  burn 
To  light  thee  to  the  nuptial  bed. 

l_^oints  to  the  flames. 

Did.  I  know  it 

This  is  the  moment  of  revenge  for  thee  : 
Let  loofe  thy   rage,   fmce  Heaven  has  now  de- 
prived me 
Of  all  fupport. 

lar.  O  no  ! — ^Eneas  ftill 
Defends  his  queen — with  him  thou  art  fecure. 

Did.   'Tis  well — thou  fhalt  be  fatisfied to 

pleafe  thee 
Shall  I  be  wretched  ? — See  me  then  alone. 
Be  tray' d,  forfaken,  no  ^neas  here. 
No  friends,  no  kingdom  ! — Would'ft  thou  have 

me  llript 
Of  boalled  power  ?  See  Dido  then  at  length 
Reduc'd  to  feeble  tears — Does  this  fuffice  thee  ? 
Or  muft  I  turn  a  fuppliant  ?  Be  it  fo 

I  beg  larbas  to  reheve  my  fufferings. 

And 
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And  from  larbas  hope  my  welcome  death. 

lar.  My  rage  is  foften'd.  \aftde, 

Seh  Mercy  !  righteous  powers  \ 

Ofm.  O  Gods  !  affill  us  yet. 

lar.  I  am  not.  Dido, 
The  favage  thou  haft  deem'd  me — no,  I  feel 
Companion  for  thy  fortunes—- come — larbas 
Forgives  thee  every  paft  offence,  and  leads  thee 
His  fpoufe,  to  ftiare  with  him  his  bed  and  throne. 

Did.  Shall  I  become  the  fpoufe  of  thee,  thou 
tyrant ! 
Of  thee,  whofe  impious,  cruel,  treacherous  heart 
No  faith  regards,  nor  knows  the  focial  duties 
That  blefs  mankind,  nor  owns  the  laws  of  honour? 
Were  I  fo  abje6l,  juft  were  all  my  fufFerings  : 
My  fortune  has  not  funk  me  yet  fo  low. 

lar.  In  fuch  a  ftate  dar'ft  thou  infult  me  thus  ? 
— What  ho  !  my  faithful  friends,  go,  fpread  the 

fires; 
Be  Carthage  in  one  moment  crufh'd  to  ruins, 
And  not  a  trace  remain  of  all  the  thoufands 
That  trod  fo  late  her  defolated  ftreets. 

\jwo  guards  go  out. 

Sel.  Have  pity  yet,  and  fave  us.  [to  Dido. 

lar.  Now  indeed. 
Now  may'ft  thou  juftly  rave  and  call  me  tyrant. 

Soon 
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Soon  {hall  thy  towering  city  lie 
In  fmoking  dufl ;  no  flranger's  eye 
Shall  o'er  the  wafted  land  defcry 

Where  boafted  Carthage  rofc. 
Since  thou  my  mercy  dar'ft  refufe. 
And  death  itfelf  wilt  fooner  choofe. 
Thou  well  deferv'ft,  ingrate  !  to  lofe 

That  life  my  grace  beftows. 

[Exit,  attended^ 

SCENE    XIX, 

DiDOj  OsMiDAS,  Selene. 

Ofm.  Yield,  Dido,  to  larbas. 

SeL  With  thy  own 
Preferve  our  lives. 

Did.  Even  yet  I  would  confent 
To  breathe  the  vital  air,  could  I  repay 
My  wrongs  on  falfe  ^neas — firft  the  caufe 
Of  all  I  fufFer — May  the  raging  winds 
And  angry  Gods  at  leaft  complete  my  vengeance  ! 
May  lightning,   thunder,   ftorms  and  whirlwinds 

make 
The  feas  his  grave — or  let  him  wander  far 
Forlorn  and  friendlefs — fuch  his  wretched  fate. 
That  he,  in  bittereft  pangs,  fhall  envy  mine  ! 

SeL  Ah  !  calm  thy  angry  foul :  I  love  him  too, 
1  Yet 
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Yet  bear  my  griefs  in  lilence. 

Did.  Love  TEneas  ?  ■.■■... 

Sel.  Alas !  too  true — but  for  thv  fake-^'^ 

Diii.  Thou  traitrefs ! 
The  rival  of  my  love  ? 

Sel.  But  though  thy  rival,  ■     • 

Thou  haft  no  caufe » 


DiJ.  Fly  hence  ! — avoid  my  fight. 
Nor  add  new  pangs  to  madncfs  and  defpair. 

•SV/.  Unhappy  queen  !  to  what  has  fate  referv'd 
thee  I  [-Ea//. 

SCENE    XX. 

Dido,  Osmidas. 

0/m.  The  flames  increafe  and  yet  thou  doll  not 
fly. 

Did.  Were  other  foes  yet  wanting  to  my  ruin  ? 
Left  by  yEneas,  by  Selene  wrong'd  ; 
Infulted  by  larbas,  by  Ofmidas 
Betray' d — What  have  I  done,  ye  cruel  Gods  t 
I  never  with  unhallow'd  victims  Itain'd 
Your  facred  altars ;  never  lill'd  the  air 
With  hateful  incenfe  to  provoke  your  wrath  : 
Why  then  fhould  Heaven  and  Hell  confpire  againft 
me  ? 

0/m.  Ah  !  yet  r.efle6t,  nor  irritate  the  Gods. 

DicL 
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Did.  What  Gods  ? — Merc  empty  names  1  tlie 
dreams  of  madmen  ! 
There  are  no  Gods,  or  theic  are  mofl  unjuft. 

Ojh.  Her  impious  raving  freezes  all  my  foul ; 
I  leave  her  to  her  fate.  jv»-,w>         [^Exit. 

[  fome  of  the  hnUd'mgs  fall  in,  and  the  flames 
are  feen  to  increafe  fUore  and  more  in  the 
palace. 


SCENE    LAST. 

Dido  alone. 

What  haft  thou  faid, 
Unhappy  Dido  r — To  what  rafli  extreme 

Thy  fury  drives  thee  ! Heavens  !   increafing 

horrors 
Surround  me  ft  ill — ^where'er  I  turn  I  fee 
Terror  and  death  before  me  ! — Hark  !  it  cracks ! 
The  palace  (hakes  and  threats  a  fpeedy  fall ! 
Selene  and  Ofmidas — all,  alas  ! 
Forfake  me — fhun  me  now — and  not  a  friend, 
A  fingle  friend  to  give  me  aid  or  death  ! 
And  (liall  the  bread  of  Dido  then  confefs 
Such  abje(^i  fear  ? — No  :  let  me  bravely  perifh,' 
And  in  my  death  may  falfe  vT'.neas  find 
A  fatal  omen  for  his  future  flight. 
Fall  Carthage  from  her  deep  foundation  !   burn 
6  The 
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The  regal  dome,  and  may  its  afhes  prove 
The  tomb  of  Dido  and  her  wretched  love  ! 

[in  Jpeaking  thefe  laji  words  Dido  funoujly 

throws  her/elf  amidji  the  hurning  ruins  of 

the  palace i  and  is  immediately  fnatched  from 

ftght  amidji  the  flames  and  thick  fmoke  that 

break  out  upon  her  fall. 


END    OF    THE   THIRD    ACT. 
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PERSONS  OF  THE  DRA:MA. 

Valentinian  III.  Emperor,  in  love  with  Fulvia* 

PuLViA,  Daughter  of  Maximus,  a  Roman  Patri- 
cian, in  love  with,  and  promifed  to  ^tius. 

-^Tius,  General  of  Caefar's  armies,  in  love  with 
Fulvia. 

HoxoRiA,  Sifter  to  Valentinian,  fecretly  in  love 
with  iExius.T  I       T       ^Y 

Maximus,  a  Roman  Patrician,  Father  of  Fulvia, 
confidant,  and  fecretly  an  enemy  to  Valen- 
tinian. 

Varus,  Praefe6l  of  the  Praetorians,  friend  to  JEtws. 
Scene,  Rome. 


^     T     I     U     S. 


ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 

Part  of  the  Roman  forum,  with  an  'imperial  throne 
on  one  fide.  View  of  Rome  illuminated  by  night : 
triumphal  arches,  and  other  preparations  for  the 
celebration  of  the  decennial  feafis,  and  in  honour 
of  the  return  of  jEtius  from  his  victory  over 
Attila. 

Valentinian,  Maximus,  Varus,  Praetors  and 
people. 
Max.  No,  facred  lir,  the  offspring  of  Quirinus 
Did  never  celebrate  with  greater  pomp 
The  laft  great  day  of  our  decennial  rites. 
The  blaze  of  torches  and  the  people's  fhouts 
Difturb  the  fhade  and  filence  of  the  night, 
And  Rome  no  longer  envies  former  times 
Auguftus'  happy  reign. 

Fal.  Well  pleas'd  I  hear 
My  faithful  people's  vows  afcend  the  Iky  : 
I  fee  the  pomp  and  wait  the  vi6lor's  prefence  ; 
All,  all  is  caufe  of  joy — but  chief  the  thought. 
That  with  this  profferr'd  hand  I  can  beftow 
A  gift  more  worthy  of  th,y  daughter's  love, 

TOL.  II.  X  A  throne 
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A  throne  enrich' d  with  laurels. 

Max.  From  her  father 
Fulvia  has  learn' d,  with  true  humility. 
Not  to  defire,  nor  to  defpife  dominion  : 
Ijtt  Casfar  bid,  my  daughter  fhall  obey. 

Val.  In  Fulvia  more  the  lover  would  I  find> 
And  lefs  the  fubje6l. 

Max.  Caefar  ne'er  can  fear 
She  will  not  love  thofe  virtues  which  in  him 
The  world  admire — But  thirft  of  vengeance  only 
Infpires  the  reftlefs  foul  of  Maximus.  [afide. 

Varus,  ^tius  approaches — I  behold  already 
His  foremolt  enfigns. 

Val.  Let  us  hear  the  vi6lor. 
And,  Maximus,  be  thou  partaker  Hill 
In  every  good  that  Fortune  heaps  upon  me. 

[he  afcends  the  throne :  Varus  takes  his  ^Jace 
next  him. 
,   Max.  [afide. ']  Think  not  for  this  my  injuries 
are  forgot. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  ^tius  in  triumph,  preceded  hy  martial 
7mific ;  JIaves  and  other  eyifigns  of  the  'van- 
quijked,  foUowed  hy  foldiers  and  people, 

/Et.  Sir,  we  have  conquer' d — to  the  inclement 
realms 

Of 
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Of  the  bleak  north,  the  terror  of  mankind 
Returns  a  fugitive.     Yes,  ^tius,  firfl 
Of  Roman  chiefs,  can  boaft  that  he  has  feen 
Fear  feize  on  Attila.     The  fun  ne'er  view'd        ,7 
A  more  extenlive  flaughter ;  fcarce  the  field       a^ 
Suffic'd  to  bear  the  ghaftly  piles  of  llain  : 
The  blood  in  torrents  flow'd ;  confus'd  were  heard 
Threats  and  laments,  and  midll  the  mingled  tu- 
mults 
Of  rage  and  dread,  were  blended  undiftinguifh*d. 
The  brave,  the  bafe,  the  vidlor  and  the  vanquifh'd. 
Not  long  fufpendcd  was  the  vidlory  :  t     %i 

Terror  and  defperation  feiz'd  the  tyrant ; 
He  fled,  and  left  (that  nothing  might  retard 
His  hafty  flight)  to  us  the  full  pofleflion 
Of  all  his  ill-got  fpoils.     If  you  demand 
A  proof  of  this,  behold  yon  captive  bands. 
Behold  thofe  conquer'd  arms  and  flreamingenfigns, 

FaL  ^tius,  'tis  not  o'er  Attila  alone 
Thou  now  haft  triumphed ;  in  fubduing  him. 
Thou  triumph'ft  o'er  the  hopes  of  Valentinian. 
Thou  fixeft  on  his  brows  the  doubtful  wreath ; 
Thou,  once  again,  to  Tiber  haft  reftor'd 
His  martial  honours.     To  thy  fortitude 
And  valiant  arm  all  Italy  muft  owe 
Her  liberty  and  peace. 

JSl  All  Italy 
Owes  not  her  peace  to  me.   There  are  who  hold  it 

X  2  .     From 
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From  their  own  worth  alone.     A  race  of  heroes 
Meet  in  the  bofom  of  the  Adriatic, 
And  change  to  feats  of  reft  the  imftable  feas. 
With  many  a  bridge  they  join  the  fcatter'd  ifles, 
And  with  huge  works  repel  the  ocean's  tide. 
While  from  afar  the  wondering  traveller 
Sees  mighty  walls  and  marble  domes  arife. 
Where  veflels  once  have  fail'd. 

Vah  Who  has  not  heard 
Of  fam'd  Antenor's  race  ?  To  us  'tis  known. 
That  when  the  flames  of  war  were  kindled  firft 
By  Attila,  they  left  their  fields  and  towns, 
'And  in  the  bofom  of  the  feas  maintain'd 
Their  thrcaten'd  liberty  :  full  well  we  know 
What  wide  extent  their  rifing  city  forms  ; 
In  fixture  times  what  may  we  hope  to  view  it. 
Since  thus  its  infant  ftate  ? 

JElt.  Caefar,  I  trace 
The  feeds  of  mighty  adlions  yet  to  come  : 
The  fubje6t  feas  Ihall  fear  this  people's  nod ; 
The  rage  of  powerful  kings  they  ihall  refift ; 
Shall* bear  to  diftant  realms  their  fp reading  fails. 
And  Afia's  purple  tyrants  ftrike  with  fear. 

Val.  The  happy  omens  Heaven  fucceed  ! 

Meanwhile        \defcends  from  his  throne. 
y\.^  guardian  thou,  my  falling  empire's  fafety, 
Within  thefe  arms  receive  a  pledge  of  love. 
What,  gifts  have  I  to  recompenfe  thy  worth, 

' "  Since 
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Since  all  I  have  thy  virtue  has  beftowM, 

And  Hill   muft   guard  them  mine  ?    But  know, 

'midft  all 
My  power,  thou,  ^Etius,  art  my  nobleft  treafure. 

Do  thou  dire6l  his  towering  flight. 
Still  on  the  fteep  Tarpeian  height. 
Returning  fhall  my  eagle  light 

Vidlorious  from  the  plain. 
Where'er  the  fun  emits  his  ray. 
The  regal  bird  fhall  fleer  his  way ; 
While  with  the  God  that  rules  .the  day 

I  hold  divided  reign.  "        - 

[_Exit  with  Varus  a7id  PriCtors, 

SCENE   III.  -  ;.■' 

-^Tius,  Maximus. 

Max.  jEtius,  enough  is  given  to  fame  and  duty. 
Some  rnoments  give  to  friendfhip  :  let  me  prefs 
That  conquering  hand  in  mine. 

JEt.  Yes,  friend,  it  joys  me 
To  fee  thee  once  again.     I  prize  thy  love 
Dear  as  this  glorious  pomp.  But  where  is  Fulvia  ? 
What  does  fhe  ?  Where  is  fhe  conceal'd  ?  While 

each 
Haflcs  with  impatience  to  behold  my  triumph,   . 
Thy  daughter  comes  not. 

Max.  See  my  daughter  here. 

1  SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Fulvia. 

Mt.  My  Fulvia,  worthier  of  thyfelf,  thy  huf- 
band 
Again  returns,  and  to  thy  beauty  owes 
His  grealeft  trophies.     Midf^  alarms  and  death. 
Glory  and  love  alike  inflam'd  my  ardour ; 
Nor  would  this  hand  have  conquer'd  for  the  pride 
Of  laurel  wreaths  alone  to  crown  my  toils — 
But  ha  !  what  mean'ft  thou  ?  At  the  tender  names 
Of  lover  and  of  hufband,  from  thy  cheek 
The  colour  fades — and  doll  thou  meet  me  thus 
After  our  cruel  parting  ?  This  my  welcome  ! 

Fulv.  O  !  torture  to  endure  !  \afide?^ — I  come, 
my  lord — 

JElt.  Does  Fulvia  treat  me  then  with  cold  re- 
fpea? 
Why  am  not  I  thy  faithful  hufband  ftill  ? 
Alas  !  thou'rt  her  no  more  whom  once  I  knew —  • 

Fuh.   O  Heaven !   I'm  ftill  the  fame but 

fpeak,  my  father. 

Mt.  What  means  fhe,  Maximus  ? 

Max.  I  have  till  now 
Been  filent,  that  our  forrows  might  not  poifon 

The  joy  this  day  fhpuld  bring  thee yes,  my 

friend. 

We 
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We  live  beneath  a  hard  imperious  yoke : 

Our  very  thoughts  mull  be  enflav'd :  thy  conqueft 

Has  freed  us,  ^Etius,  from  a  foreign  foe. 

But  added  flrength  to  our  domeflic  troubles. 

Pear  was  a  curb  on  Caefar,  that  remov'd. 

Now  thou  haft  conquer' d,  foon  the  groaning  land 

Shall  find  him  haughtier  ftill,  and  more  the  tyrant. 

^t.  I  cannot  think  him  thus — at  leaft  from  me 
His  tyranny  has  ever  been  conceal'd : 
What  would  he  feek  ?  What  would  he  claim  ? 

Max.  Thy  wife. 

jEt.  Ha  !  claim  my  wife  !  my  Fulvia  !  Max- 
imus  ? 
And  have  you  both  confented  to  betray  me  r 

FuJv,  Alas ! 

Max.  What  fubterfuge  could  I  employ  ? 
Or  would'ft  thou  have  me,  by  refufing  her 
To  fhare  his  throne,  expofe  her  to  the  will 
Of  an  offended  tyrant  ?  Rather  would'ft  thou 
I  fhould  revive  the  tale  of  old  Virginius, 
And  flay  my  daughter  to  prefer ve  her  chafte  ? 
O  no  !   'tis  thou  alone  canft  break  our  chains. 
And   canft  avenge  thy  wrongs.     Thine  are  the 

people  ; 
The  army  all  is  thine.     Thou  ow'ft  revenge 
To  Rome  opprefs'd,  and  to  thy  love  betray'd. 
Thou  know'ft  no  vuSlim  can  be  flain  which  Heaven 
Accepts  more  gladly  than  an  impious  king. 
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^t.  What  haft  thou  faid  ?— But  paflion  blinds 
thy  virtue,  '^^^^  tiA-^.ucicU  'i-^-/t  ti;0 

And  grief  is  ever  found  a  partial  judge.  •'  C 

Monarchs  are  delegates  of  Heaven  on  earth. 
And  Heaven  muft  punifh  them — Be  every  means 
Employ' d,  but  let  us  guard  our  faith  untainted. 

Max.  Exalted  hero  !  equal  to  thy  courage, 
\_e?}ihraces  him^   With  wonder  Maximus  furveys 

thy  truth. 
That  rifes  ftill  fuperior  to  thy  wrongs. — 
— Yes  we  muft  change  our  fpeech,  diffimulation 
Aflift  me  now.  [ajide. 

FuJv.  Can  -^tius  then  fo  tamely 
Refign  his  Fulvia  to  another's  arms  ? 

jEt.   Thou  yet  art  free  from  every  tye.     To 
Caefar 
I'll  plead  my  caufe,  and  all  fhall  yet  be  well. 

Fulv,  O  Heaven !  and  fhould'ft  thou  fpeak,  I 
tremble  for  thee ! 

^t.  As  yet  the  emperor  knows  not  of  my  love. 

■    ]\Iax.  From  him,  with  caution,  I  conceal'd  your 
paftion. 

^t.  Hence  fprings  the  error.     Caefar's  not  to 

blame : 
No,  had  he  heard,  his  prudence  had  fupprefs'd 
His  growing  love  ;'  he  knows  how  much  he  owes 

me, 

^       And 
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And  knows  it  were  ^not  wil'dom  to  provoke  me. 

Fulv.  Truft  not  too  far — -^tius,  a  thoufand 
fears  /3.i  K 

Diftradl  my  foul :  Caefar's  too  much  a  lover. 
And  thou  art  too  unguarded  in  thy  warmth. 
O  Heaven  !  refledl  awhile — ^my  heart  forebodes 
Some  fatal  mifchief :  I  was  born  unhappy. 
And  muft  not  hope  my  fate  will  ever  change. 

^t.  With  conqueft  I'm  return'd ;  thou  know'ft 
that  ^Etius 
Adores  thee  ever,  yet  my  Fulvia  weeps. 

Still  in  thy  dear,  thy  faithful  bread 

Thy  thoughts  to  me  confine  : 
Lull  each  intruding  fear  to  reft. 

And  all  thy  cares  be  mine. 

Thou  by  thy  forrows  feem'ft  to  mourn. 
That  ^tius  leaves  thee  thus  forlorn. 

Forgetful  of  his  love  : 
Think  not  fo  bafe  a  mind  I  bear. 
Nor  think  to  me  that  Caefar  e'er 

Will  fo  ungrateful  prove.  [Exit. 

SCENE    V. 

Maximus,  Fulvia. 

Fuh,  'Tis  time,  my  father,  that  refpe(9  at  length 

Should  give  me  leave  to  fpeak.     You  promis'd 

firft 

My 
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My  hand  to  ^tius'  vows,  then  gave  me  chirge 
To  hear  and  to  encourage  Caefar's  palTion, 
Afluring  me  I  never  ihould  be  his. 
I  your  commands  obey'd,  behev'd  your  promifc ; 
Yet,  when. I  hope  to  take  the  hand  of  ^tius,     -^ 
I  hear  you  tell  me  that  my  hopes  are  vain. 

Max.  I  ne'er,  my  daughter,  purpos'd  to  deceive 
thee. 
Then  mark  me  ;  'tis  not  fure  the  worft  of  fortune 
To  fhare  Auguftus'  bed. 

Fulv.  And  can  you  fufFer, 
That  he,  who  dar'd  infult  your  confort's  virtue. 
Should  wed  your  daughter  ?   Can  you  thus  forget 
The  affront  you  once  receiv'd  ?  Is  Maximus 
So  dazzled  with  the  fplendor  of  a  throne  ? 

Max.   Come  to  my  breail:,  thy  father's  deareft 
part ! 
This  juft  rcfentment  merits  I  fhould  tell  thee 
What  elfe  I  would  conceal.   Know  then,  with  art 
I  feem  forgetful  of  my  wounded  honour. 
Hatred  too  foon  difcover'd  lofes  oft 
The  means  of  vengeance  :  now  the  time's  at  hand. 
And  we  muft  feize  it.     Wedded  to  the  tyrant. 
Thou  may'ft  with  eafe  deftroy  him,  or  prepare 
The  way  for  me  to  pierce  his  impious  breaft. 

lulv.  What  do  I  hear !   And  can  I  then,  my 
father, 
Prefent  tliis  hand  to  Csefar  to  betray  him  ? 

O!  in 
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0  !  in  my  looks  he'd  read  my  foul  dcfign  t  rt -ilt  I 
Fear  is  companion  flill  to  crimes  like  thefe  r  •  r 
Thc  foul,  for  ever  brooding  o'er  her  guilt,         rj 
Shrinks  from  herfelf :  the  criminal  fometimes     ;, 
Is  fortunate,  but  never  is  fecurc  :    ^j  m   ' 

The  people  will  revenge  their  foverelgn's  deaths (^ 

Max.   That  fear  is  vain;  fincc  all  alike  detefl: 
him. 

Fulv.   No,  you're  deceiv'd- — tht  giddy  crowd 
adore 
The  tyrant  dead,  whom  living  they  abhorr'd. 

Max.    You,   Fulvia,  firft  reviv'd  my  fleeping 
hatred,  •'* 

Then  fhew  that  coldndfs  you  condemn'd  in  me. 

Fulv.  Forgive  me,  fir,  if  I  with  freedom  fpeak : 
When  I  of  late  condemn'd  your  tardy  vengeance, 

1  counfell'd  not  deceit. 

Max.  I  thought  thee  wifer. 
And  lefs  fubjedted  to  the  fervile  ties 
Of  virtue  and  of  confcience ;  only  ufeful 
To  abjc6l  fouls,  but  by  the  noble  fcorn'd. 

Fulv.  Are  thefe  the  virtuous  feeds  which,  till 
this  hour. 
You  planted  in  me  from  my  earlieft  age  ? 
Either  you  then  deceiv'd,  or  now  deceive  me. 
Max.   Each  different  age  requires  its  different 
maxims : 
Thofe  fuit  with  childhood,  thefe  with  riper  years  t 

I  then 
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I  then  deceived  thee.  '^^     ' 

Fulv.  You  deceive  me  now  ; 
For  with  ourfelves  is  born  the  hate  of  guilt. 
And  love  of  virtue  :  from  its  infant  ftate 
The  foul  an  impulfe  feels  of  good  and  evil. 
Oft  have  you  told  me  this  ;  I  now  confefs  it. 
And  all  confirms  it.    You,  even  you,  my  father. 
While  thus  you  feek  to  Heel  my  heart  to  treafon. 
Mull  own  compun6tion.    If  you  hold  me  dear. 
Think  of  your  glory  ;  think  that  now  you  go — 

Max.  No  more,  rafh  girl !  I  have  endur'd enough. 
Counfel  not  me,  or  if  thou  needs  mull  coimfel, 
Goy  counfel  with  thy  equals  ;  but  remember 
That  I  am  Itill  a  parent,  thou  a  child. 

Ftdv.  O  !  bid  me  not  recall  to  mind. 
That  from  }our  fource  rhy  life  I  drew ; 

For  in  your  words  no  more  I  find 
The  father  now  whom  once  i  knew. 

From  me  awhile  vouchfafe  to  learn 
The  reverence  due  to  fovereign  fway ; 

In  me  a  daughter's  love  difcern. 

And,  ah  !  your  own  remorfe  obey.  [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    VI. 

Maximus  alone. 

How  adverfe  is  my  fate  !   Though  all  the  earth 
Abounds  with  villainy,  when  Maximus 
Would  feek  a  villain,  each  afllimes  the  hero. 
And  baffles  his  defigns.     Affronted  love 
Has  prov'd  too  weak  to  fire  the  rage  of  .^tius : 
My  daughter  difobeys  me — be  it  fo — 
I  muft  no  longer  dally  with  my  purpofe. 
But  haflen  on  the  blow — too  much  already       "4^) 
Have  I  difclos'd,  and  ere  the  dawn  appears 
Cffifar  fhall  die  :  Emilius  for  the  deed 
Will  lend  his  faithful  arm.  What  then  may  follow? 
Or  Valentinian  falls,  and  crowns  my  vengeance ; 
Or,  grant  he  fhould  furvive,  'tis  mine  to  call 
The  guilt  on  ^tius :  'tis  an  eafy  talk : 
Caefar,  the  rival  of  his  fame  and  love. 
Without  my  arts  will  deem  him  criminal. 
Or  fhould  aught  elfe  betide,  I  from  th'  event 
Can  form  refolves  anew  :  in  greatell  dangers 
That  wifdom  oft  is  bell  which  trulls  to  chance. 

The  failor,  fearing  rocks  and  wind. 
Who  runs  in  thought  each  peril  o'er, 

Mull  live  in  humble  llate  confin'd, 
A  fimple  fifher  on  the  fhore. 

:  Lr.^:i3o  ■- 
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'Tis  oft  with  prudence  we  confide 

To  Fortune's  hand  our  weal  or  woe ; 
Her  hand  has  oft  that  aid  fuppHed 

Which  wifdom  never  could  beftow.  \_ExiL 


SCENE    VII.  ov/ 

v/  royal  apartment  with  pdures, 

HoNORiA,  Varus. 

Hon.  I  alk  thee  of  the  vi6lor  not  his  conquefts : 
Of  thefe  I've  heard  enough — How  does  he  bear 
The  crowd's  applaufes  ?  Do  his  looks  preferve 
The  fternnefs  of  the  warrior  ?  Has  his  triumph 
Given  him  new  pride^  or  foften'd  him  to  gentle- 

nefs  ? 
This,  VaruSj  tell  me,  not  his  deeds  of  arms. 

Varus.  Honoria,  pardon  me,  if  I  believ'd 
That  Caefar's  lifter  rather  wifh'd  to  hear 
The  deeds  of  ^tius,  than  to  alk  of  aught 
Pertaining  to  himfelf.     Thefe  ftri6l  enquiries 
Refemble  more  the  lover  than  the  fovereign. 

Hon.  Hard  is  the  flavery  of  our  wretched  fex ! 
Scarce  can  our  lips  but  twice  repeat  a  name. 
And  we  are  titled  lovers.     While  fo  many 
Dwell  on  his  valour  and  exalt  his  praife  ; 
While  wondering  throngs  hail  jiEtius'  glad  return,^ 
Honoria  ftill  alone  remains  behind ; 

3  Clos'd 


Clos'd  in  thefe  walls  fhe  feeks  not  to  behold  him 
Yet  this  referve  efcapes  not  cenfuring  tongues. 

Varus.  Too  niuch  referve  is  oft  a  fign  of  love. 

Hon.   Yes,  Varus,  to  thy  long-tried^^||^il^  and 
fervice  ', '7  ;.  T'' 

Such  freedom  is  indulg'd.     But  fure  the  diftance 
'Twixt  ^Etius  and  Honoria,  from  thy  mind 
Should  banifh  fuch  fufpicion. 

Varus.  All  admire 
The  fortitude  of  ^tius :  Rome  adores  him ; 
The  univerfe  is  fill'd  with  his  renown  : 
His  foes  with  reverence  name  him  :  'twere  injufticc 
Here  to  refufe  that  love  his  worth  demands. 

Hon.  Since   you  appear  fo  far   the   friend   of 
jEtius,  -  'c>    •  "  •  •  '•'  ^^'  -.-^-.i  ■-- 

You  fhould  not  thus  extol  his  rifing  power :  ^ 
Auguftus,  in  his  nature,  is  too  prone 
To  admit  fufpicion  :  while  you  to  my  brother 
Exalt  your  friend,  you  ferve  his  caufe  but  ill. 
The  time  may  come — you  underfland  me,  Varus. 

Varus.  I  that  am  iEtius'  friend,   with  greater 

caution  '*  ^^~ 

.  ..  .  ■  ■  ' 

Will  fpeak  his  praife  :  but,  princefs,  if  you  love 

him 
Be  lefs  ingenious  to  torment  yourfelf. 


If 
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.If  gentle  love  thy  foul  infpire,         . ,  ^j^j ^  , 
■  Why  fhould'fl  thou  blufh  to  own  the  fire  ? 

Why  fcorn  the  (haft  that  rives  thy  breaft  ? 
^tius,  whofe  deeds  fo  glorious  fhincj 
Has  raisM  his  ftate  to  equal  thine. 

By  Fortune's  hand  in  vain  deprefs'd. 

'SCENE    VIII. 

HoNORiA  alone. 

Detefted  grandeur  !  tyrant  of  the  mind  ! 
Why  wilt  thou  thus  diftradl  us  ?  Why  forbid 
To  indulge  the  freedom  of  unequal  pallion. 
Yet  prove  too  weak  to  guard  our  yielding  h8g,rt  ? 

Harmlefs  nymphs  on  rural  plains, 

Happy  is  the  lot  you  prove, 
Whom  in  love  no  law  reftrains. 

Save  the  gentle  laws  of  love. 

How  bleft  !    could  I  my  fufFering  tell 
To  him  whofe  virtues  caufe  my  fmart, 
, ,    -And  unconftrain'd,  like  you,  reveal 

The  flame  that  preys  upon  my  heart. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    iX. 

Valenti*nian,  Maximus. 

Vah  Let  i^tius  know  that  I  expedl  him  herd. 

\to  an  attendant. 
Yes,  friend,  his  glory  now  begins  to  caft 
A  fhade  o'er  Valentinian  :  every  one 
Dwells  in  my  prefence  on  th'  exploits  of  ^tius : 
Rome  ftiles  him  her  deliverer  :  he  himfelf 
Knows  his  own  power  too  well :  I  muft,  to  enfure 
His  faith,  exalt  him  to  Honoria's  bed ; 
So  fhall  the  marriage-bond  be  his  reward^ 
And  my  fecurity. 

Max.  Indeed  the  people 
Have  idoliz'd  him  to  excefs :  they  feem 
As  if  unmindful  of  their  fovereign's  name. 
And  may  if  he  command — but  I  have  done — » 
^tius  I  think  is  true,  and  doubts  are  vain  ; 
But  were  he  not,  methinks  to  exalt  him  thus 
Would  ill  fecure  his  faith. 

Val.  A  gift  fo  mighty 
Muft  quench  ambition  in  the  foul. 

Max.  Will  rather 
Excite  it :  when  the  conflagration  rifes. 
The  ftream  but  adds  new  fuel  to  the  flame. 

Val.  How  (hall  I  better  hope  to  bind  him  to  me  ? 
Wouldft  thou  I  fhould  purfue  a  tyrant's  fteps. 
And  grow  the  mark  of  univerfal  hatred  ? 

VOL.  II.  y  Max. 
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Max.  The  earl  left  art  of  reigning  is  to  bear 
The  hatred  of  mankind  :  a  monarch  dill 
Muil  exercife  dominion  o'er  offenders  ; 
And  hatred  more  fecures  the  throne  than  love. 

Val.  No,  Maximus,  the  man  who  makes  himfelf 
Too  much  the  obje6l  of  another's  fear, 
Thence  adds  to  his  own  terrors :  all  extremes 
Together  meet ;  and  on  fome  future  day, 
The  headflrong  vulgar,  from  excefs  of  fear. 
May  gather  boldnels. 

Max.  You,  my  lord,  belt  know 
The  arts  of  reigning  ;  monarchs  have  a  light 
Unknown  to  fubje6ts  :  zeal  for  your  repofe 
Urg'd  me  thus  far.    I  meant  but  to  remind  you 
That  it  becomes  us  with  preventive  care, 
While  danger  threatens,  to  pfovide  for  fafety. 

When  gently  murmuring  as  it  goes, 
The  hollow  riv'let  fcarcely  flows, 
A  pebble  c*n  its  lapfe  oppofe, 

A  flender  branch  the  courfe  reflrain. 
But  when,  with  falling  waters  fwell'd. 
In  narrow  banks  no  longer  held. 
The  billows  ri'fe  above  the  fhore, 
\nd  bear  along,  with  deepening  roar,    ' 
The  crumbling  fences  to  the  main,       [Exit. 


SCENE 


ACT  I.]  -ETIUS,  323 


/L'irv  ^ 


SCENE    X. 


M 


Valentinian  alone. 

To  thofe  that  diftant  view  the  throne,  it  feems 
Heaven's  choiceft  gift ;  to  thofe  who  view  it  near, 
It  feems  the  worft. 

S  C  E  N  E    XL  • 

Enter  ^tius. 

Mt.  I  come  to  attend  your  will. 

Vol.  iEtius,  I  cannot  bear,  though  for  a  mo- 
ment. 
To  feem  ungrateful  to  thee  :  Tiber  fav'd 
From  foreign  arms,  my  peace,  my  dignity. 
All,  all  I've  gain'd  are  but  the  happy  fruits 
Of -^tius'  wifdom  and  his  conquering  fword. 
Should  Valentinian  yield  to  thee  his  throne. 
He  gives  not,  but  to  thee  reftores  thy  own. 
Thus,  midft  my  wealth,  when  I  would  recompenfe 
The  virtues  of  a  friend  who-  conquers  for  me, 
I  find,  in  fpite  of  empire,  Hill  I'm  poor. 

Ml  When  through  the  fight  I  toil'd  for  Rome 
and  thee, 
The  deed  itfelf  became  my  great  reward. 
Wliat  would  I  more  ?  Auguftus'  love  will  ever 
Suffice  for  me. 

y  2  Val, 
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FaL  But  not  for  Valentinian. 
The  world  fhall  learn  that,  while  I  vainly  ftrove 
To  recompenfe  thy  worth,  my  gratitude 
Left  nought  untried,     ^tius,  the  blood  of  Caefar 
Shall  be  to  thine  united ;  ne'er  on  thee 
Can  I  bellow  a  ilronger  pledge  of  love  : 
To-morrow's  fun  fhall  fee  thee  wed  Honoria. 

jEt.  [ajde.']  What  do  I  hear  ! 

Fal.  Thou  doft  not  anfwer — fpeak. 

JSf.  So  vail  an  honour  doubtlefs  muft  furprifc 
me. 
Honoria's  rank  demands  a  king  and  throne, 
I  have  no  crowns  to  boaft,  and  ^tius,  lir. 
Is  nothing  but  a  fubje6l. 

FaL  Such  a  fubjedl 
As  ^tius,  far  excels  the  proudeft  king. 
If  kingdoms  are  not  thine,  thy  valorous  arm 
Can  kingdoms  give  to  others.     To  poflefs. 
Is  Fortune's  gift  alone ;  but  to  bellow  them. 
Is  Virtue's  talk. 

JSl  Thy  lifter  owes  the  world. 
Great  lir,  a  race  of  kings ;  to  me  united. 
Will  bring  forth  fubjedts  only  :  well  thou  know'ft 
By  thefe  unequal  nuptials  that  Honoria 
To  JEtms  may  defcend,  but  ^tius  never 
Can  rife  to  her. 

FaL  My  lifter  and  the  world 
Suftain  no  lofs  by  fuch  a  glorious  imion  : 

Or 
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Or  fhould  they  lofe,  yet,  while  I  recompenfe 
A  hero's  worth,  my  Mer  and  the  world 
Can  ne'er  complain. 

jSf.  I  muft  not,  fir,  confent 
That  Caefar,  to  be  grateful  thus  to  one, 
Should  prove  unjuft  to  many. 

Fal.  Let  us  fpeak 
This  once  without  concealment.     Thy  refpe6t 
Is  but  a  veil  to  cover  thy  refufal. 
What  would'ft  thou  more  ?  Is  then  my  gift  fo  little  ? 
Muft  Caefar  ever  ftand  indebted  to  thee  ? 
Remember,  he  who  fpurns  at  all  reward 
Is  not  lefs  proud  than  he  who  alks  too  much. 

JEl  Well  then,  your  franknefs  fhall  encourage 
mine  : 
What  you  have  oiferr'd,  fir,  for  my  reward 
Would  prove  my  punifhment. 

Fal.  I  did  not  think 
Thy  fovereign's  fifter,  join'd  to  thee  in  marriage, 
Would  make  thee  wretched. 

yEt,  Even  this  profFerr'd  gift 
Is  little  to  the  man  who  loves  another. 

Fal.  Where  is  the  beauty  who  fo  far  exceeds 
Honoria's  merits  ?  Is  fhe  born  my  fubjedl  ? 
Are  my  dominions  honour'd  with  her  prefence  ? 
It  fhall  be  mine  to  knit  thefe  glorious  ties : 
Declare  to  me  her  name. 

^/,  Her  name  is  Fulvia. 

FaL 
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Fal.  FnWia,}      -"-•  •- ^-^  '   'r  ' ' - 

^V.  The  fame — He  feems  difturb'd.       [ajic^g, , 

Val  [ajde.']  O  Heaven  !  ''"'''•'"' 

And  knows  fhe  of  thy  love  ?       .         '  'i  I    .  * 

JEif.  I  think  flie  does  not : 
l^a/tc^e.']  Let  me  not  raife  his  anger  againft  her.      '" 

Val.  Firft  gain  the  maid's  confent — See  if  her 
choice  '"''* 

Oppofes  not  thy  fuit.  •     ^  -  .^.  -.^kI    \ 

JElt.  That  care  be  mine  : 
Meantime  thy  fan6lion,  Caefar,  fhall  fuffice. 

VaJ.   Some   other  lover   may  perchance  have 
gain'd  ^    r-    ,, 

On  her  affection.         -  ' 

Mt.  Never. — Where's  the  man 
Whofe  rafhnefs  feeks  to  ravifh  fuch  a  prize 
From  him  whofe  hand  has  fav'd  imperiarRome  ? 
I  know  him  not. 

Val.  But  fhould  there  yet  be  one  ? 

Mt.  He  then  fhould  fee  that  ^tius  could  no 
lefs 
Affert  his  rights  than  guard  his  fovereign's  empire : 
Yes,  he  fhould  find 

Val.  And  what  if  I  were  he  ? 

jEt.  That  gift  which  cofls  a  pang  from  Caefar's 
heart 
Would  prove  more  glorious  to  me. 
.  \  .  Val 
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Fa  I.  But  a  fubjc6l' 
Muft  not  require,  to  recompenfe  his  fervice, 
So  vaft  a  facrifice  from  him  who  reigns. 

j^t.  Caefar  is  fovereign,  ^Etius  afks  from  him 
This  facrifice  ;  ^Etius,  who,  till  this  hour. 
Has  ferv'd  unrecompens'd  ;  Caefar,  who  knows  -  •  ' 
What  gratitude  exa6ls  ;  who  owes  to  me 
His  peace,  his  dignity  ;  who  has  confefs'd 
That  fhould  he  render  up  the  throne  to  iEtius, 
He  gives  not,  but  to  him  reftores  his  own ; 
And  that  each  moment  but  augments  his  fear 
To  feem  ungrateful  to  him. 

P^al.  What  prefumption  !  [ajtde. 

I  thought  that  when  I  call'd  to  mind  thy  merits. 
And  own'd  each  fervice,  I  in  part  repaid  them. 

yEt.  I  call  them  to  thy  mind,  when  for  reward — 

Fa  I.    No  more — enough — I  underfland  thee, 
vEtius. 

Yes,  Caefar  knows  thy  bofom's  fires, 
He  fees  to  what  thy  claim  afpires, 

'Tis  his  to  fix  thy  doom. 
But  thou  more  wifely  now  control: 
Th'  efFufions  of  a  fearlefs  foul, 
That  well  may  fuit  the  ftern  alarms 
Of  diftant  camps  and  clafhing  arms. 

But  fuit  not  here  at  Rome.  [Ex/L 

u^t.  Now  let  us  fee  if  he'll  oppofe  my  love. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    XII, 

Enter  Fulvia. 

Fulv.  ^tius,  I  read  thy  anger  in  thy  looks  : 
Haft  thou  to  Caefar  then  difcours'd  of  me  ? 

JEf.   I  have ;  but  kept  from  him  thy  love  a 
fecret : 
Hence  thou  haft  little  caufe  to  fear. 

Fulv.  What  faid  he 
To  thy  requeft  ?  What  anfwer  gave  Auguftus  ? 

u^t.  He  neither  yielded  nor  oppos'd  my  fuit ; 
By  certain  ligns  I  found  he  grew  difturb'd, 
But  yet  he  durft  not  give  his  anger  vent, 

Fulv.  You  raife  my  apprehenlion.  He  who  feels 
Refentment,  yet  aflumes  an  outward  calm, 
Muft  furely  plan  fome  cautious  fcheme  of  ven- 
geance. 

jEf,  You  fear  too  foon, 

SCENE     XIII. 

EnUr  HoNORiA. 

Hon.  ^tius,  I  owe  you  more 
Than  words  can  pay  :  my  brother  would  debafe 
Honoria's  hand  by  joining  it  to  yours  ; 
But  you,  more  juft,  havb  now  convinc'd  Auguftus 
That  ^tius  is  unworthy  fuch  alliance. 
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^t.  Honoria,  no  :  'tis  not  for  this  you  owe 
Your  thanks  to  me  ;  'tis  for  a  nobler  fervice. 
You  know  this  arm,  that  guards  Honoria's  throne, 
Gives  her  the  power  to  treat  me  thus  with  fcorn. 

Hon.  Indeed  I  Hand  indebted  much  to  ^tius, 
And  'tis  with  pain  I  find  the  ftars  compel  me, 
Spite  of  myfelf,  to  be  the  meflenger 
Of  fatal  tidings  to  his  haplefs  love. 
\to  Fulv.]  Fulvia,  foon  as  the  morning  rifes,  Caefar 
Will  take  thee  for  his  bride. 

Fulv,  What  fays  Honoria  ? 

^t.  What  do  I  hear  ! 

Hon.  He  gave  me  now  in  charge 
To  fpeak  his  purpofe.    iEtius,  yet  have  comfort. 
And  learn  to  exult  that  fhe,  whom  moft  you  love. 
Reigns  o'er  a  fubje6l  world. 

jEt.  This  is  too  much 

Caefar  would  tempt  too  far  the  faith  of  ^tius. 
What  right  has  he  to  rule  o'er  my  affedlions  ? 
To  ravifh  Fulvia  from  me  ?  To  contemn  me  ? 
Perhaps  he  thinks  I  tamely  will  endure  it ; 
Or  does  he  wifh  that  Rome,  through  him,  fhould 

prove 
A  fatal  fcene  of  blood  ? 

Hon.  Does  ^^tius  threaten  ? 
Is  this  his  truth,  his  boafted  loyalty  ? 


jEt. 
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JEt.  If  ftill  my  fovereign  would  engage  '^'oT 
My  breaft  to  a(9:  a  fubje6l's  part. 

Let  him  not  then  too  far  enrage  > 

The  paffions  that  divide  my  heart. 

But  when  with  wrongs  "my  bofom  bleeds,  ^ 
Untimely  let  him  ne'er  complain. 

If  anger  then  the  bound  exceeds,  '  ' 

And  gives  to  frantic  rage  the  rein.    [Exit: 

SCENE    XIV. 

HoNORIA,    FULVIA. 

Fulv,   Honoria,  keep  his  tranfports  hid  from 
Caefar  :  ••  ii  ii-dt  iHi^.i  v>i  AJi..-*'     . 

^tius  is  faithful  ftill ;  he  fpeaks  but  thus 
Through  difappointed  love, 

Hon.  Fulvia,  methinks 
Thou  fliew'ft  too  much  of  fear  and  pity  for  him ; 
And  does  not  pity  fometimes  fpring  from  love  ? 

Fulv.  Princefs,  you  wrong  me  much,  for  well 
I  know 
To  whom  this  bofom  owes  its  firft  affections. 

Hon.  Be  not  too  warm — 'twas  but  a  flight  fuf- 
picion. 

Fulv.  If  credit  muft  be  given  to  fuch  fufpicion^ 
Honoria  too  might  furnifh  caufe  for  do^bt : 
By  thy  refentment  I  perceive  how  well 

Thou 
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^hou  bear'fl  to  be  rejet^-ed.     I  fhould  think 
Thou  wert  a  lover,  yet  I'll  not  believe  it. 

Hon.  And  when  thou  dar'fl  infult  me  with  fuf- 
picions 
Injurious  to  my  honour,  I  might  well 
Rebuke  thy  arrogance,  yet  I  forbear. 

Though  placM  not  yet  on  Caefar's  throne. 
Already  in  thy  looks  are  fhown 

The  pride  of  fovereign  ftate. 
*Tis  harder  far  with  equal  mind 
To  bear  the  good  by  Heaven  affign'd. 

Than  all  the  frowns  of  Fate.  [Exit, 


S  C  E  N  E    XV. 

FuLviA  alone. 

Too  cruel  Fortune  !  perfecute  me  ftill. 
And  raife  new  troubles  to  diilurb  my  peace : 
Incenfe  Honoria,  kindle  jealoufy 
In  Caefar's  breaft,  and  render  ^tius  wretched ; 
Deprive  me  of  a  father's  foftering  care. 
But  never  fhalt  thou  rob  me  of  my  love  : 
For  fpite  of  thee,  thy  rigour  fliall  exalt 
The  glorious  triumph  of  my  conftaAt  heart. 


Wliilc 
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\  • 

r    .  •    r>     f ,',  ;.-  -f^      '  '       ,i,\./      .     . 

While  zephyr  breathes  a  gentle  breeze. 
And  calms  to  peace  the  ruffled  feas. 
Each  vellel  flies  with  profperous  gales. 
Each  happy  pilot  carelefs  fails. 

The  proof  of  courage  is  to  abide  ^ 

The  roaring  billows'  adverfe  force  ; 

To  ftem  the  rough  tempeftuous  tide, 
Nor  wander  from  the  deftin'd  courfc. 


.'fv  '  :\  Y_  M  '■»  ?; 

j;j?D    OP   THE    FIRST    ACT. 


.     ACT 
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A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

The  Palatine  gardens  in  view  of  the  imperial  palace ; 
flowers  and  fountains ^  water-falls,  grottoes  and 
Jiatiies, 

Maximus  alone. 

What  awful  filence  !  All  the  palace  now 
Is  wrapt  in  peace.     See  where  the  new-born  day 
Reddens  in  yonder  eaft,  and  yet  around 
No  voice  is  heard,  no  perfon  feen :  ere  this 
iEmilius  muft  have  given  the  wifh'd-for  blow— ■ 
He  promis'd  on  the  tyrant  to  revenge 
The  wrongs  of  Maximus — -my  friend  is  tardy. 


S  C  E  N  E    II. 

-Enter  Fulvia. 

Fulv.  Alas,  my  father  ! 

Max.  Speak — ^What  fays  my  daughter  ? 

Fidv.  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Max.  Done,  Fulvia ! 

Fulv.  O  ye  powers ! 
Caefar  has  been  attack' d — full  well  I  know 
By  whom  the  deed  was  plann'd — ^'Tis  thou,  my 
father. 

That, 
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That,  to  revenge  thee,  urg'd  the  aflaflin's  hand. 
Max,  But  fay,  is  Caefar  dead  ? 

Fulv.  Tthink  of  thy  fafety : 
Already  is  the  apartment  round  befct 
With  arms  and  foldiers.  ^ 

Max.  Tell  me  if  he  lives. 
Or  lies  a  fenfelefs  corfe. 

Fulv.  Alas  !  I  know  not ; 
Loft  in  my  fears  I  could  attend  to  nothing. 

Max.  Vain,  childifh  terrors  !  I  myfelf  will  go 
To  learn  th'  event.  \_S^^^Si  ^^  meets  Val. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Val^ntinian  without  his  mantle  and  laurel\ 
his  /word  drawn,  attended  hy  the  Fratorian 
guard. 

Val.   [^entering.']  Let  every  pafs  be  guarded ; 
Stop  every  outlet. 

Max.   [afide^  Still  the  tyrant  lives  I 
Malicious  Fortune  I 

Val.  Fulvia  !  Maximus ! 
What  heart  could  e'er  conceive  it ! 

Max.  Speak,  my  lord, 
What  has  befallen  ? 

Val.  Such  unexampled  treafon 
Was  never  heard. 

3  Fuh. 


ACT  II.]  iETIUS.  335 

Fulv.   [iifide.']   O  moft  unhappy  father  ! 

Max.   [ajide.~\  He  knows  it  all. 

Val.  In  whom  fliall  I  confide  ? 
IVIy  bell,  my  deareft  friends  attempt  my, life. 

Max.  Be  firm  my  heart,  [aji^ie^  And  is  it  pof- 
fible 
Can  fuch  a  wretch  be  found  ? 

Fal.  Yes,  Maximus, 
Such  has  been  found,  nor  is  to  thee  unknown. 

Max.   \jlijiiabed.~\  To  me  !   my  lord. 

T'^al.  Yes,  thee  ;  but  Heaven  defends 
The  lives  of  monarchs.     Vainly  hop'd  ^milius 
To  bury  in  my  breall  his  fatal  Heel : 
He  thought  to  find  me  buried  deep  in  lleep ; 
He  was  deceiv'd.     I  heard  him  foftly  enter 
My  clos'd  apartment ;  by  his  filent  tread, 
As  he  drew  nearer  to  my  couch,  my  mind 
Prefag'd  fome  treafon  ;  ftrait  I  rofe,  and  fnatch'd 
The  neareft  fword  :  alarm'd,  the  villain  fled ; 
But  as  he  fled  I  dealt  amidfl  the  fhade 
My  ftrokes  at  random :  with  the  noife  the  guard 
Rufli'd  in,  and  by  the  fudden  entering  light, 
I  faw  my  weapon  flain'd  with  frefh-drawn  blood. 
But  fought  in  vain  the  traitor  who  efcap'd  me. 

Max.  Perhaps  'tw^as  not  ^Emilius. 

Val.  Yes,  I  heard 

His  well-known  voice  ;  for  when  I  gave  the  wound 

A  fudden  cry  broke  from  him. 

Max, 
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Max.  What  could  make 
The  flave  of  Caefar  hazard  fuch  a  deed  ? 

VaJ.  Though  his  the  deed,  another  plann'd  the 
treafon. 

Fulv.   [afide.']  O  Heaven  • 

Max.  Permit  me,  facred  (ir,  to  trace 
The  villain's  fteps. 

J^al.  That  care  belongs  to  Varus  : 
Thou,  Maximus,  depart  not. 

Max.  I  am  loft  !  [afide. 

Perhaps  I  better  may  than  he. 

Fal  My  friend, 
Leave  me  not  thus,  for  O  !  fhould'ft  thou  forfake 

me. 
Where  fhall  I  hope  for  counfel  or  affiftance  ? 

Max.  I  fhall  obey — I  breathe  again.         [afide.. 

Fulv.  [afide.l  Once  more 
My  life  returns.  ' 

Max.  Whom  can  you  further,  fir, . 
Sufpe6l  of  treafon  ? 

Fal.  Haft  thou  then  a  doubt  ? 
Doft  thou  not  fee  in  this  the  hand  of  jEtius  ? 
O  !  could  I  once  produce  the  proofs  againft  him. 
His  life  fhould  pay  the  forfeit  of  his  crime. 

Fidv.  [ajide.'j   What  new  misfortune  falls  on 
wretched  Fulvia  ? 

Max.  I  cannot  think  that  ^tius  is  a  traitor ; 

1  At 
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At  leaft  he  has  no  caufe  :  receiv'd  with  honour. 
Applauded  by  his  Ibvereign ;  could  his  heart 
Confent  to  this  ? — 'Tis  true,  that  jealoufy. 
Ambition,  love  and  popular  applaufe 
Too  oft  contaminate  the  firmell  loyalty. 
yEtius  beholds  himfelf  belov'd  of  all. 
Elate  with  conquell:,  mafter  of  the  troops. 
He  may  perhaps  forget  his  vow'd  allegiance. 

Fulv.   Can  you,  my  father,  who  have  known 
his  virtues, 
Speak  of  him  thus  ? 

Max.  'Tis  true,  I  am  iEtius'  friend. 
But  Caefar's  fubjccft. 

F^al.  And  does  Fulvia  then 
Defend  a  traitor  ? — O  !  my  jealous  heart 
Too-  truly  has  fufpec^ed. 

Max.  Can  you  think 
Fulvia  will  harbour  any  love  but  yours .? 
You  are  deceiv'd ;  fhe  pleads  in  his  behalf 
For  pity,  not  for  love  :  the  threatening  view 
Of  punifhment  and  death  excites  her  mind 
To  feel  compaffion — Are  you  yet  to  learn 
The  native  weaknefs  of  the  tender  fex  ? 


VOL.  II. 
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SCENE     IV.: 

Enter  Varus. 

Varus.  C«far,  in  vain  I've  fought  to  find  the 
traitor. 

Val.  Where  can  he  he  conceal'd  ? 

Varus.  Not  all  our  care 
Difcovers  his  retreat. 

Fal  And  muft  I  ftill 
Reniain  uncertain  thus  ?  Whom  fhall  I  truft  ? 
Whom  fhall  I  fear  ?  When  was  there  ever  known 
A  ftate  more  curs'd  than  mine  ? 

Max.  Compofe  your  thoughts : 
The  affaflin's  failing  in  the  flroke  defign'd, 
Mufl  baffle  all  the  fecret  traitor's  fchemes. 
'I'll  feek  ^milius,  and  with  zealous  care 
Watch  o'er  your  fafety.     Let  us  ftill  remember. 
The  ruffian  that  affail'd  your  life  is  known. 
And  him  meanwhile  we  may  at  leafl  fecure. 

VaJ.  Aflifl  me,  friend,  I  place  my  hopes  in  thee. 

In  thee  a  fpoufe  and  prince  confide. 
While  fears  and  doubts  my  foul  divide. 

To  thee  I  truft  my  life  and  love. 
Then,  friend,  thy  faithful  aid  prepare. 
And  thou,  dear  object  of  my  care. 

For  ever  conftant  prove.  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 

Maximus,  Fulvia. 

Fulv.   And  can  you,  father,  lay  the'  guilt  on 
yEtius  ? 
What  urges  yoH  ? 

Max.  Unthinking  girl !  his  ruin 
Is  my  fecurity :  this  fmooths  the  path 
To  my  revenge  ;  for  fhould  he  fall,  Auguftus 
Is  left  without  defence.     Thou  fee'fl  by  this 
How  much  his  death  imports ;  but  Maximus 
Has  views  too  mighty  for  thy  fex's  weaknefs : 
Leave  thefe  to  himwhofe  years  are  more  than  thine, 
Whofe  wifdom  greater. 

Fulv.  O  !  let  years  and  wifdom 
Yet  teach  you  juftice. 

Max.  Am  I  then  unjufl 
In  feeking  to  revenge  my  injur'd  honour  ? 
Or,  grant  I  were — the  fatal  path  is  taken. 
And  'tis  too  late  to  think  of  a  retreat. 

Fulv.  O  !  never,  never  'tis  too  late,  my  father. 
To  tread  again  the  abandon'd  fl,eps  of  a  irtue  ; 
For  he  who  feels  abhorrence  of  his  crime. 
Redeems  his  innocence. 

Max.  And  fhall  I  never 
Perfuade  thee  to  be  filent  ?  Tell  jne,  daughter, 

z  2  What 
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What  dofl  thou  feek  ?  Would'fl  thou  inftruA  thy 

father 
In  what  thy  youth  was  taught  by  him  ?  Or  wouldTt 

thou 
Make  him  fubfervient  to  thy  feeble  love  ? 
Fulvia,  reftrain  the  licenfe  of  thy  fpeech, 
And  learn  in  future  not  to  incenfe  a  father. 

Fulv.  Muft  I  be  filent  ?  Muft  I  fear  to  fpeak '' 
When  I  behold  my  fovereign's  life  invaded ; 
Know  you  are  criminal,  while  ^tius  bears 
The  imputed  guilt  ?  What  bofom  can  fupport  it  ? 
Releafe  me,  fir,  from  every  tie  of  duty. 
Or  afk  fome  other  proof  of  my  obedience. 

Max.  Perfidious  girl  !  I  fee  thy  purpos'd  vi6lim. 
Yes,  thou  would'ft  facrihce  me  to  thy  paffion  : 
Go  then — with  impious  rage  abufe  that  fondnefs 
Which  could  not  keep  a  thought  conceal'd  from 

thee. 
And  for  a  lover's  fake  accufe  a  parent. 

Go,  fpeak  whate'er  thy  rage  defign'd, 
J3ut  yet,  ingrate,  recall  to  mind 

Whofe  guilt  your  hps  unfold. 
Go  then,  a  father's  deeds  betray. 
But  yet  refledl  that  fatal  day 
Tou  take  a  father's  life  away. 

Your  life  from  him  you  hold.  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VI. 

FuLviA  alone. 

What  fliall  I  do  ?  Alas !  'tis  equal  guilt 
To  fpeak  or  to  conceal — To  fpeak — O  Heaven  ! 
Were  parricide — I  tremble  but  to  think  it ; 
And  if  I  ilill  am  lilent,  jiEtius  dies ! 
At  that  idea  round  my  heart  congeals 
The  curdling  blood — What  counfel  now  remains 
For  Fulvia  ? 

SCENE    VII. 

Enter  -^tius. 

iEtius !  ha  !  what  brings  thee  here  ? 
Say,  whither  goeft  thou  ? 

J£t.  To  defend  Auguflus. 
I  heard  but  now 

Fulv.  O  !  fly — for  know,  on  thee 
Sufpicioh  of  the  treafon  falls, 

JEt.  On  me  ! 
Thou  art  deceiv'd — Tiber  too  oft  has  feen 
My  faith  appro v'd  :  the  man  who  by  his  deeds 
Can  conquer  others,  ftill  will  rife  fuperior 
To  every  feeble  blaft  of  foul  detra6tion. 

6  FuJv, 
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Fulv.   But  what  if  Caefar  has  himfelf  accus'd 
thee  ? 
Say  that  I  heard  him  ? 

JEl.  If  Auguftus  faid  it. 
He  never  could  beheve  it :  had  he  paus'd 
But  for  a  moment,  every  thing  he  faw 
Would  plead  in  my  defence  ;  all  Italy, 
The  atteftmg  world  ;  his  glory  and  his  empire, 
Preferv'd  by  me,  muft  make  him  own  the  falfe- 
hood. 

FuJv.  I  know  thy  ruin  would  be  well  aveng'd ; 
But  who  can  tell  me  that  thy  friends  would  give 
Their  timely  aid  ?   Alas !  the  deepefl  vengeance 
Would  not  confole  me  for  thy  lofs — O  !  fly. 
Fly  if  thou  lov'll  me,  and  indulge  my  fears, 

jEt.  Thy  fond  affe6lion  raifes  fancied  dangers. 

Fulv.  In  what  doll  thou  confide  ?  Thy  valour, 
^tius  ? 
Heroes  are  mortal,  and  opprefs'd  by  numbers. 
Or  in  thy  virtue  ?  Ah  !  from  that  alone 
My  foul  forebodes  misfortune- — ^Yes,  thy  virtue 
Is  now  thy  worft  of  foes. 

j^t.-  My  confidence 
Is  founded,  Fulvia,  on  an  upright  heart, 
A  ftranger  to  remorfe  ;  on  innocence. 
That  brings  its  own  applaufe  ;  in  this  right  hand. 
So  needful  to  the  weal  of  Rome.     Auguflus 
Is  no  barbarian,  nor  infenfible 

a      -  To 
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To  deeds  of  worth  :  fhould  one  like  me  be  loft, 
A  tyrant  would  himfelf  confefs  fuch  lofs 
Not  lightly  were  fupplied. 

S  C  E  N  E    VII. 

Enter  Varus  with  a  guard. 

Fulv.  Vaais,  what  news  ? 

jEt.  Is  Caefar's  life  in  fafety  ?  Can  my  aid 
Avail  for  his  defence  ?  What  does  he  ? 

Varus.  Caefar  ■ 

Has  fent  me  to  you. 

jEt.  Let  us  haften  to  him. 

Varus.  Not  fo— he  fends  me  to  demand  your 
fword. 

Mt.  Say'ftthou? 

Fulv.  This  I  forefaw 

JEt.  What  means  Auguftus  ? 
Can  it  be  poffible  ? 

Varus.  Would  it  were  not  \ 
I  pity  you,  my  friend,  and  grieve  that  fate 
Compels  me,  while  my  fecret  heart  rebels. 
To  ad  a  part  injurious  to  our  friendfhip. 

Mt.  There  Varus — \^gives  his  fword  ^  pity  Cse 
far,  not  thy  friend. 
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Bear  him  this  fword  that  oft  was  feen 

To  guard  his  throne  and  fame  ; 
Remind  him  what  I  once  have  been. 

And  dye  his  cheek  with  fhame. 

Thou,  if  thou  prizeft  vEtius'  love,     [to  Fulvia. 

The  tender  tear  reftrain  ; 
Since  all  the  fufferings  I  can  prove, 

Mufl  fpring  from  Fulvia's  pain. 

[Ex  h  guarded. 

SCENE    VIII. 

Fulvia,  Varus. 

Fulv,  If  ever  thou  didft  feel  a  foft  afFedion, 
Have  pity,  Varus,  on  our  mutual  paflion, 
And  plead  the  caufe  of  an  unhappy  friend. 

Fartis.Youv  love  difcover'd  adds  to  my  affliction  ; 
And  fain  I  would  affift  your  caufe  ;  but  ^Etius 
Is  his  own  foe.  Heaven  knows !  and  by  his  fpeech 
Incenfes  Caefar. 

Fuh.  Well  his  high  demeanour 
Is  known-  to  all ;  nor  fhould  it  now,  methinks. 
Be  deem'd  in  him  a  crime  ;  and  furely  Varus 
At  Icaft  muft  own,  while  ^tius'  tongue  proclaims 
His  own  deferts,  truth  gives  his  words  a  fan6tioH. 

Varus.  Sometimes  'tis  virtue  to  conceal  the  truth. 
And  if  I  praife  not  now  his  oftentation, 
'Tis  friendfl^iip  makes  me  lilent :  for  his  fake 
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I'll  prove  my  utmoft  power ;  and  grant  it  Heaven 
The  attempt  may  not  be  vain. 

Fulv.  O  !  fay  not  thus. 
For  to  the  wretched  he  denies  affiflance, 
Who,  while  he  gives  it,  doubts  th'  event. 

Varus.  His  fafety 
Your  Will  determines :  give  your  hand  to  Caefar, 
And  every  power  is  yours. 

Fulv.  O  !  never,  never, 
Will  I  be  other  than  the  fpoufe  of  i:Etius. 

Varus,  But  to  preferve  him  from  his  fortune, 
Fulvia 
Muft  yield  a  little  :  fhe  alone  can  foften 
The  wrath  of  Valentinian  ;  then  delay  not, 
And  if  thy  bofom  feel  not  love  for  Caefar, 
Yet  learn  to  feign  it. 

Fulv.  ril  purfue  thy  counfel ; 
With  what  fuccefs,  Heaven  knows. — ^Diflimulation 
Is  ever  criminal ;  and  O  !   I  find 
My  heart  abhors  the  trial. 

Varus.  To  diflemble 
In  fuch  a  caufe  is  virtue  ;  and  a  woman 
Can  ne'er  repine  to  a6t  what  fuits  her  fex. 

FuJv.  With  eafe  what  numbers  love  can  feigu 

That  never  warm'd  the  heart : 
But  generous  minds  mull  ftill  difdain 

The  wretched  malk  of  art  I 

My 
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« 

My  lips,  alas !  but  ill  forbear 

To  fpeak  my  thoughts  diftrefs'd ; 

Yet  fpeech  and  iilence  both  declare 

The  emotions  of  my  breaft.  \_Exit. 

SCENE    IX/ 

Varus  alone. 

Unliable  Fortune  !   Thoughtlefs  is  the  man 
Who  trufts  thy  fickle  fmiles  !  Too  happy  jEtius  ; 
But  now  was  envied  by  the  youth  of  Rome, 
The  mark  of  emulation.    In  a  m.oment 
The  fcene  is  chang'd  and  he  becomes  the  objecl 
Of  general  pity ; — yes,  unftable  Fortune, 
Thoughtlefs  is  he  who  trufis  thy  fickle  fmiles ! 

A  fhepherd,  bred  in  humble  fhade. 
With  weeds  ef  poverty  array' d. 
Sometimes  by  Fortune's  favouring  aid. 

O'er  fubje6l  realms  extends  his  reign. 
In  regal  purple,  near  the  throne, 
'  Another  born  ;  by  Fortune's  frown 
Is  driven  from  kingdoms  once  his  own. 

To  feed  his  flocks  upon  the  plain.        [£jr/V, 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    X. 

ji  gallery  cf  Jlatues  ivithfeafs  ;   a  large  feaf  for 
iivo  ^erjons.   A  balcony  open,  a  view  of  Rome. 

HONORIA,    MaXIMUS. 

Hon.  Yes,  Maximus,  I  miift  confefs  it,  all 
Accufes  jfEtius  :  he  is  Caefar's  rival,  i 
And  thinks  that  to  his  worth  and  name  alone 
The  univerfe  muft  bend.     What  then  avails 
To  plead  in  his  defence  ?  I  heard  myfelf 
His  threats,  and  now  behold  th'  efFe6l  has  fol- 
low'd 

And  yet  my  heart,  incredulous,  can  never 
Believe  his  guilt — that  ^tius  is  a  traitor. 

Max.  O  unexampled  virtue  !  this,  indeed. 
Is  clemency's  excefs  !  And  who,  Honoria, 
Has  greater  caufe  than  you  have  to  condemn  him  ? 
He  has  defpis'd  you,  and  refus'd  that  hand 
Which  kings  contend  for. — Who  but  you— 

Hon.  Alas  ! 
Tell  me  no  more  the  wrongs  I  have  fuftain'd ; 
I  feel  them  deeply  here — 'Ingrate  and  proud ! 
To  think  of  them  diftradts  me,  Maximus : 
Not  that  I  love  him,  or  regret  the  lofs 

Of  ^tius'  hand oftended  dignity, 

My  fame — my  honour — thefe  and  thefe  alone — 

Max^ 
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Max.  I  know  it  well ;  but  all,  Honoria,  know  not 
Your  bofom's  fecret  fprings :   I  need  not  tell  you. 
We  eafier  far  believe  the  deeds  tl  at  flow 
From  weaknefs  than  from  virtue  :  clemency 
In  you  may  feem  but  love.     One  way  remains. 
And  only  one,  to  banifh  fuch  fufpicion. 
Let  vengeance  fill  your  thoughts :  a  juft  revenge 
You  never  should  abhor,  while  clemency 
To  fuch  exccfs  but  urges  new  offences.  *    • 

Hon.  My  private  wrongs  are  not  my  greateft 
care  : 
Think  of  my  brother's  danger  ;  let  us  hear 
What  ^itius  fays,.,  and  feek  to  find  the  traitor. 
Perhaps  he  yet  is  innocent 

Mux.  'Tis  true 

Who  knows  ? — even  yet  he  may  repent,  Honoria, 
And  yet  accept  your  hand. 

Hon.  Accept  my  hand  ! 

Shall  I  fo  far  forget  myfelf ! O  no. 

Were  this  proud  man  the  world's  unbounded  lord, 
He  never  ihould  obtain  me,  Maximus. 

Mi^yc.  And  yet  how  eafy  we  deceive  ourfelves  : 
He  boafts  your  will  is  his,  that  you  adore  him. 
That  he  at  pleafure  rules  Honoria's  heart. 
And  that  a  glance  from  him  vsill  calm  your  anger. 

Hon.  Prefumptuous  infolence  !  he  foon  fiiall  find 
His  folly  cruflf  d.     The  firft  who  woos  my  love, 
(Above  a  fubj.e6l's  rank)  fliall  be  my  lord, 

He'U 
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He'll  fee  that  then  I  want  not  crowns  or  empires. 
And  if  he:  ule^,  at  will,  Honoria's  heart.      \_£oin^. 

S  C  E  N  E    XI. 

En/er  Valextinian'. 

/T//.  Honoria  ftay.     Thou  muft,  for  my  repofe, 
Beftow  thy  hand  on  one  I  fear  to  thee 
But  Httle  grateful ;  true  he  has  done  us  wrong, 
Yet  muft  we  make  the  public  weal  fecure. 
He  alks  thy  nuptial  faith,  and  prudence  bids 
Accept  the  peaceful  offer. 

Hon.  j^tius  fure 
Repents  the  paft.     [^y?^^.]  Know  I  this  fuitor's 

name  ? 

Fa  I.  Too  well  thou  know' ft  it ;  and  I  fear,  my 
fifter, 
To  fpeak,  what  fpoken  will  but  urge  tky  lips 
To  frame  reproaches.     Thou  wilt  fay  his  foul 
Is  haughty,  cruel,  that  he  little  knows 
The  ties  of  faith,  that  all  the   affronts  we  have 
fuffer'd      , 

Are  yet  too  recent.     I  confefs  it  all; 

Bat  when  I  weigh  the  occaiion,  with  regret 
My  counfel  bids  thee  not  reject  the  alhance. 

Hon.  Shall  I  refufs  him  then  ?    [aftde.']   If  my 
confent 
Secure  your  peace,  this  heart  is  yours  to  give. 

Max. 
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Max.  What  means  Auguftus  ?  iEtius  feeks  his 
hfe, 
And  would  he  thus  reward  him  ? 

Val  'Tis  not  yEtius 
Employs  my  thoughts — I  fpeak  of  Attila. 

Hon.  O  fatal  error  !    [aftde.'\  Attila  ? 

Max\  And  whence 
Such  unexpe(5led  turn  ? 

Vah  This  very  moment 
A  meflenger,  by  letters  to  my  hand, 
Has  lignified  his  wifh  :  hence  may  we  fee 
His  pride  is  lower'd  :  this  ofter  brings  no  (hame 
To  thee,  my  lifter  ;  thou  receiv'ft  a  hufband 
Whom  kings  obey  ; — Barbarian  though  he  be. 
His  manners  foften'd  by  thy  noble  love. 
May  take  the  fliape  of  virtues. 

Hon.  Say,  does  yEtius 
Know  Attila' s  requeft  ? 

Val.  Does  .^tius  know  it  ? 
Muft  I  confult  with  iEtius  ?  To  what  end 
Appeal  to  him  ? 

Hon.  To  mortify  his  pride  ; 
To  let  him  find  his  aid  lefs  needful  here  ; 
To  let  him  fee  Honoria's  hand  alone 
Can  fave  the  Roman  ftate. 

Val.  This  fliall  he  know  : 
Mean  time  may  I  to  Attila  return 
Your  full  confent  ? 
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Hon.  No — let  me  firll:  behold 
Your  life  in  fafety. — Find  the  hidden  traitof : 
Let  ^tius  fpeak,  and  then^  without  dilguife, 
Ilonoria  will  reveal  her  foul's  dear  purpofe. 

While  thus  for  thee  with  fears  opprefs'd 

I  feel  my  trembling  heart ; 
Ah  !  think,  can  e'er  Honoria's  breall 

Receive  love's  gentle  dart  ? 

Can  the  foft  flame  of  amorous  blifs 

With  me  its  influence  prove. 
If,  when  my  breafl:  is  loft  to  peace, 

I  then  begin  to  love  ?  lExi£^ 


SCENE    XII. 

Valextinian,  Maximus. 

f^^aL  Condu6l  the  prifoner  hither — [/<?  an  at-^ 
tetidant.^  Midft  my  doubts, 
From  thee  I  feek  for  counfel.     May  I  hope 
This  tie  with  Attila  will  tend  in  part 
To  my  fecurity  } 

Max.  It  rather  tends 
To  expofe  to  greater  dangers :  he  but  feeks 
To  lull  your  vigilance,  this  well-feign'd  friendfTiip 
Will  draw  him  nearer  to  you  ;  he,  with  ^tius  . 
May  plan  fome  fatal  fcheme.     This  late  attempt 

Makes 
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Makes  all  too  clear ;  and  well  thou  know'fl;  that 

^tius 
Left  every  paflage  free  for  Attila, 
When  Attila  efcap'd  ;  yet  duty  bade  him 
Condu6l  to  thee  his  prifoner  :  this  he  fail'd. 
And  yet  the  power  was  his. 

VaJ.  'Tis  all  too  true. 

SCENE    xiir. 

Enter  Fulvia. 

Fulv,  Augufius,  eafe  my  terror.     Is  the  traitor 
Difcover'd  yet  ?  Say,  is  your  life  in  fafety  ? 

Val,  Can  then  my  fafety  be  fo  dear  to  Fulvia  ? 

Fulv.  And  can  you  doubt  it  ?  I  behold  in  Caefar 
A  lover  to  whofc  fate  my  own  muft  foon 
Be  join'd  (O  death  to  feign)   \afide7\  in  Hymen's 
bands. 

Max.  What  do  I  hear  ?  Does  not  her  fecret  heart 
Belie  her  lips'  profefHon  ?  [afide. 

Val.  If  my  danger 
Awaken  gentle  pity  in  thy  breaft, 
I  prize  my  fafety  lefs.     May  I  then  hope 
Thy  faith  unfhaken  ?  '  , 

Fulv.  Whilfl  I  live,  fhall  Csefar 
Still  fhare  my  tendereft  thoughts.     O  pardon, 
iEtius !  \aftde. 

•     ■  •      Max. 
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Max.  I'm  loft  in  wonder.  \ajide. 

Vol.  Did  not  ^tius'  treafon 
Claim  all  our  thoughts,  thy  hand  had  long  ere 

this 
Been  join'd  to  mine  ;  but  dear  his  life  fhall  anfwer 
This  outrage  to  my  love. 

Fulv.  A  crime  like  his 
Demands  yourjuft  revenge  :  but  who,  meanwhile^ 
Shall  guard  you  from  the  people's  headlong  rage  ? 
They  dote  on  ^tius :  O  !  take  heed,  Auguftus, 
I  fhudder  at  the  thought. 

Val.  'Tis  that  retards 
My  vengeance. 

Max.  Now  I  underftand  thee,  Fulvia.     \aftde, 
Fulv.  Say,  he  were  innocent,  in  him  you  lofe 
Your  great  fupport :  behold  your  life  expos'd 
To  treafon's  fecret  aims :  behold  your  name 
Hated  of  all — I  tremble  but  to  think  it. 

Val.  Grant  Heaven  he  were  not  guilty  !  but  he 
comes. 
And  comes  by  my  command. 

•  Fulv.  What  do  I  hear  !  [ajide. 

Val.  Now,  Fulvia,  from  himfelf  impartial  learn. 
What  Mtms  is. 

Fulv.  Permit  me  to  depart.  \_ioif^' 

The  criminal,  who  meets  his  judge  alone. 
More  freely  will  confefs. 

VOL.  II.  A  A  Val. 
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FaL  No,  Fulvia,  ftay. 
Max,  -^tius  approaches. 
Fulv.  Heavens ! 

Val,  Now,  Fulvia,  take 
Thy  feat  by  Caefar's  fide. 

Fulv.  By  Caefar's  fide  ! 
And  fhall  a  fubjedl  then  prefume 

Val.  Remember 
The  maid  who  holds  a  monarch  in  her  chains. 
No  longer  is  a  fubjedl. 

Fulv.  Yet,  permit  me 

Fal.  No  more — be  feated — from  this  hour  begin. 
To  make  the  throne  familiar. 

Fulv.  I  obey.  [Jits  on  the  right  hand  of  N A. 

O  cruel  trial ! 


SCENE    XIV. 

Enter  ^tius. 

ALt.  Heavens  !  what  do  I  fee  ! 

[entering  he  fees  F^ulvia,  and  flops. 
In  Fulvia  fuch  inconfiancy  ! 

Fulv.  Be  firm 
My  breaking  heart !  [a fide. 

Val.  Leader,  approach. 

JEt,  Who  now 

If 
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Is  judgq  of  iEtius  ?  Does  my  fate  depend 
On  Caefar  or  on  Fulvia  ? 

Fal.  I  and  F'ulvia, 
Are  but  one  judge  :  for  fince  by  nuptial  ties 
I  call  her  mine,  fhe  reigns  a  fovereign  here. 

^t.  O  faithlefs  woman  !  [ajide. 

Fulv.  Could  I  but  affure  him 
That  Fulvia  now  diflembles !  \afide. 

Val.  -^tius,  hear. 
And  learn  awhile  to  curb  the  native  pride 
That  can  no  more  avail  thee.     Secret  treafon 
Is  aim'd  at  me,  and  each  in  thee  believes 
The  treafon's  author  :  all  befpeaks  thy  guilt : 
Thy  proud  refufal  of  Honoria's  hand; 
Thy  infolence  in  conqueft ;  thy  permilHon 
Of  Attila's  efcape  ;  thy  jealoufy  ; 
Thy  rafh  prefumptuous  love  ;  thy  open  threats. 
Of  which  thou  know'tl  myfelf  fo  late  was  witnefs. 
Think  how  to  clear  thy  fame,  or  melrit  pardon. 

Max.  Now,  fate,  betray  me  not.  -  \afide. 

jEl  Caefar,  'tis  true 
The  charge  is  fpecious.     Where's  the  aflaffin  hid, 
Whofe  hand  aflail'd  thee  ?  Who  accufes  ^tius 
As  author  of  the  treafon  ?  Caefar,  thou. 
Thou  art  the  accufer  of  the  guilt  of  ^tius,. 
At  once  the  judge  and  witnefs. 

Fuh.  Heavens !  he's  loft. 

A  A  2  '  •  FaL 
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Val.  And  (hall  I  bear  fuch  infolence  ? 

JEt.  Howe'er 
The  crime  is  true,  why  is  it  charg'd  on  me  ? 
Becaufe  I  have  refus'd  to  wed  Honoria  ? 
And  have  I  thus  with  toil  preferv'd  for  Csefar 
His  liberty,  that  he  fhould  now  forbid  mc 
To  own  my  heart's  afFe6lion  ?  Am  I  guilty 
From  Attila's  late  flight  ?  And  fhould  I  then 
Have  made  him  prifoner,  that  all  Europe  freed 
From  fear  of  him,  who  bound  their  arms  to  ours. 
Might  join  their  force  againft  imperial  Rome  ? 
Seek  out  fome  other  warrior.     I  am  guilty 
Becaufe  I  know  myfelf,  and  freely  fpeak. 
What  confcious  worth  approves.  — The  ignoble 

mind 
Shrinks  from  itfelf,  nor  dares  review  its  deeds. 

Fulv.  O  might  I  yet  retire  !  [ajide. 

Val.  This  rafh  defence 
Adds  to  thy  former  guilt — Haft  thou  ought  elfc 
To  plead  in  thy  behalf  ? 

j^t.  Let  this  fuffice  : 
For  what  remains,  let  Caefar  afk  n©  more. 

Val.  What  canfi;  thou  further  fay  ? 

JE't.  That  he  whofe  arm 
Defends  the  ungrateful,  fofters  tyranny  :• 
That  valour  in  the  fubjedl  ftill  excites 
Envy  in  him  who  reigns ;  tl\at  Caefar  fcorns 

1  To 
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To  owe  his  all  to  i^tius ;  that  he  fears 

In  me  that  treafon,  which  he  knows  too  well 

The  deed,  that  robs  me  of  my  love,  deferves. 

Fal.  Doll  thou  infult  me  thus !    prefumptuous 
man ! 

Fulv.  O  !  Heavens  !  [afide. 

Vol,  I  yet  can  punifh  thee 

Fulv.  Ah  !  Caefar, 
If  you  love  Fulvia,  let  her  now  depart. 
My  prefence  but  diflurbs  you.  \rijes. 

Val.  Yet  remain ; 
Thou  fee'ft  my  juft  refentment.     Sit,  and  mark 
How  proofs  fhall  yet  confound  this  llubborn  traitor. 

Mit.  O  faithlefs  woman  !  [afide, 

Fulv.  Could  I  but  aflure  him 
My  cruelty  is  feign'd  !  [afide,  fits  again. 

Max.  All  yet  goes  well.  [afide. 

Val.  ^tius,  be  innocent  of  every  crime ; 
And  let  Auguflus,  envious  of  thy  glory. 
Invent  this  calumny ;  yet  from  thy  heart 
Declare  without  referv^e,  (at  leaft  in  this 
Be  vEtius  his  own  judge,)  is  not  the  fubjecSl, 
Who  dares  in  love  contend  with  him  who  reigns, 
A  rebel  to  his  prince  ? 

Mt.  And  is  not  he 
Who  dares  in  love  invade  another's  right, 
A  tyrant  to  his  fub]e<5l  ? 

Val 
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Val  Think'ft  thou  then 
That  Fulvia  loves  thee  ? 

Fulv.  O  my  breaking  heart !  [<?/5'^. 

VaJ.  Relieve  him,  deareft  Fulvia,  from  the  vaii^. 
And  fond  deception  :  fay  if  Valentinian 
Was  thy  firft  love,  and  ever  ftill  remains 
Sole  partner  of  thy  heart. 

Fulv.  What  Caefar  fpeaks^ 
That  Fulvia  muft  confirm.  [to  Val. 

JEt.  O  !  peijur'd  woman  ! 
This  ftroke  indeed  has  bafRed  all  my  firmnefs. 

Val.  See  how  thy  hopes  deceive  thee,    [to  Mx» 

jEt.  Do  not  triumph. 
Nor  trull  the  faith  of  an  inconftant  woman  ; 
To  her  I  leave  my  vengeance  ; — yes,  I  feel 
A  fecret  hope,  that  Caefar,  for  my  wrongs. 
Will  prove  the  faith  of  Fulvia. 

Fulv.  Muft  I  ftill 
Conceal  my  anguifh  !  [afide. 

Max.  Fulvia,  yet  be  conftant.  [^fide. 

Mt.  Scarce  ^tius  knows  himfelf ;    before  her 
prefence 
My  heart  is  rent.     O  !  never,  Maximus, 
Since  firft  I  breath'd  this  air,  my  foul  has  felt 
Such  pangs  of  warring  paflion  !  \to  Max. 

Fulv.  *Tis  too  much ; 

I  cannot  bear  the  thought [_i°^'^^>  weef>s, 

Val 
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Val  What  do'fl  thou,  Fulvia  ? 

Fulv.  I  muft  retire — fuch  trial  far  outweighs 
My  fex's  conftancy. 

Val.  Yet  flay,  and  punifli 
This  rival's  infolence. 

Fulv.  In  pity,  Caefar, 
Permit  me  to  retire. 

Val.  It  muft  not  be. 
Once  more,  for  Caefar's  fake,  declare  thy  love 
Is  only  mine,  that  I  am  all  to  Fulvia, 
And  that  ihe  fees  with  joy  the  pangs  of  ^tius. 

Fulv.  But  fay  'twere  falfe,  and  -^tius  all  my 
happinefs. 

Val.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Max.  Ha! 

/Et.  I  breathe  again. 

Fulv.  How  long 
Muft  I  diftemble  ?  Yes,  to  appeafe  your  anger, 
Caefar,  I  veil'd  my  thoughts  :  I  hop'd  to  fave 
The  guiltlefs  jiEtius — 'twas  for  him  alone 
I  bore  thefe  ftruggles — know  the  love  of  Caefar 
Ne'er  touch'd  this  faithful  bofom ;  if  my  lips 
Could  fpeak  to  you  of  love,  believe  them  not, 
Auguftus,  they  deceiv'd  you. 

^t.  Joyful  founds  1 

Val.  Where  am  I !  Did  I  hear  thee  right  ?  In- 
grate  ! 

Pre- 
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Prefumptuous  Fulvia  ? 

jEf.  Now,  whofe  hopes  deceive  him  !   [/o  Val. 

Pal.  Rafh  man  !  ungrateful  Fulvia  !    Guards  ! 
remove 
That  traitor  from  my  prefcnce  :  plunge  him  deep 
In  fome  moll  horrid  dungeon,  there  referv'd 
For  my  revenge.  [ri/es, 

jEt.  Thy  rage  is  ^tius'  glory. 
What  blifs  can  equal  mine  ?  for  this  I  yield 
The  palms  of  every  conquefl :  I  defpife 
Thy  boaft  of  empire  :  nothing  now  remains 
To  crown  my  vows ;  not  Attila  fubdu*d 
Gave  equal  tranfport  to  this  hour  of  triumph. 

With  joy  I  now  receive  my  chains. 

With  joy  I  meet  death's  fharpeft  pains. 

Thy  bofom  ftill  its  truth  maintains.      [to  Fulv. 

Thy  fortune  yields  to  mine.  [to  Val. 

Dear  idol  of  my  heart,  adieu  !  \jo  Fulv. 

With  pity  now  thy  ^tius  view  ; 
Think  how  my  error  pall  I  rue. 

That  injur'd  love  like  thine. 

\Extt,  guarded, 

SCENE    XV. 

Valentinian,  MaximuSj  Fulvia. 

VaJ.  Ungrateful  woman  !  have  I  e'er  deferv'd 
From  thee  fuch  recompenfe  ?    Behold,  my  friend. 

What 
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What  faith  thy  daughter  guards  for  Valentinian. 

Max.  Unworthy  girl !    where  didft  thou  learn 
deceit  ? 
Thus  doft  thou  imitate  thy  father's  tmth  ? 
Haft  thou  from  my  example 

Fulv.  Ceafe,  my  father. 
Ah  !  tempt  me  not  too  far_,  the  reins  are  loofe. 
And  if  thou  urgeft  ftill — the^e  lips 

Max.  Be  filent : 
Thy  blood  fhall  elfe 

Val.  Hold,  Maximus,  my  vengeance 
Shall  find  a  furer  way  ;  lince  fhe  detefts  me. 
Since  I'm  fo  hateful  to  her,  I  will  wed  her. 
And  marriage  be  her  punifhment. 

Fulv.  O  !  never 

Banifh  that  thought. 

Val.  Ha  !  know'ft  thou  not  my  power  ? 

Fulv.  I  know  thy  power  may  take  this  hated 
life. 
But  feeks  in  vain  to  (hake  my  ftedfaft  foul : 
My  fufFerings  long  have  banifli'd  every  fear.  • 

No  force  can  move  this  conftant  breaft. 
When,  hope,  no  longer  here  a  gueft. 

With  every  fear  is  loft. 
Such  now  is  Fulvia's  wretched  ftate. 
She  fcorns  alike  thy  threats,  thy  hate. 

And  dreads  thy  pity  moft.  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    XVI. 

Valentinian,  Maximus. 

Max,  Now  to  diflemble.  [afiJe.']  Never  to  my 
fhame, 
AugufluSj  fhall  fhe  live — ^This  hand,  even  now. 
Shall  pierce  her  faithlefs  heart.  [,goi^^* 

Val.  O  !  hold,  my  friend. 
If  Fulvia  dies,  I  (hall  not  long  furvive  : 
Even  yet  fhe  niay  repent. 

Max.  Thy  will,  great  Sir^ 
Reluctant  I  obey,  though  juftice  bids  mc 
Exadl  the  punifhment. 

Val.  Why,  Maximus, 
Why  differs  thus  thy  daughter's  foul  from  thine  ? 

Max.  While  fhame  in  every  feature  glows, 

Nor  calm,  nor  peace  this^  bofom  knows ; 

Methinks  the  indignant  world  furveys 

A  daughter,  who  her  faith  betrays. 

And  cry,  that  from  a  father's  art. 

She  learn-'d  to  a6l  the  treacherous  part,     [Epcit. 


SCENE 
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3  C  E  N  E     XVII. 

Valentinian  alone, 

Fal,   Ah !    whither  would   ye  lead  me  now, 
difdain. 
Love,  jealoufy,  and  all  the  cares  of  empire  ? 
At  once  I  feel  myfelf  a  foe,  a  lover, 
Incens'd  and  yet  irrefolute^ — Meantime 
I  pardon  not  nor  punifh.     Well  I  know 
Honour  fhould  drive  this  Fulvia  from  my  ^leart. 
From  her  my  evils  fpring  :  but  ah  !  I  dare  not 
Attempt  the  conqueft,  fuch  an  unknown  power 
Weighs  down  my  foul,  and  even  endears  my  chains! 

Ah  !  What  avails  ipiperial  fway 
While,  ftill  to  rebel  thoughts  a  prey, 
I  feed  thofe  tyrants  in  my  breaft. 
The  paflions  that  deflroy  my  relL 

But  though  my  haplefs  ftate  I  own, 

I  blame  not  Fate  nor  Jjoye, 
'Tis  from  my  fault  I  feel  alone 

The  cruel  pangs  I  prove.  [Exit. 


END  OF  THE  SECOND  ACT- 


ACT 
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ACT    III.      SCENE     L 

A  hall  of  a  pr'tfon^  fever al  pajfages  leading  to  dif- 
ferent dungeons.  Guards  at  the  entrance  of  the 
dungeons. 

Enter  Honoria. 

[entering,  to  a  guardl\  Let  iEtius  be  condu6led* 

hither— See 
The  imperial  fignet  fpeaks  the  will  of  Caefar. 
•—His  danger  gives  new  ardour  to  my  paffion. 
And  pity  for  his  fufFering  fans  the  flame 
That  glows  within  me,  till  the  united  force 
Of  love  and  foft  compaffion  in  my  breaft 
Is  but  a  fole  afFe^lion.     See  he  comes ! 
With  what  a  haughty  mien  and  firm  deportment  ( 
He  mull  be  innocent,  or  never,  never. 
Can  outward  looks  befpeak  the  fecret  heart. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Knfer  iExius  in  chains,  from  one  of  the  dungeons, 
guards  attending. 

JE>t.  [advancing  to  Hon.]  Thefe  are  thy  bro- 
ther's gifts.  [fiews  his  chains, 
Couldft  thou,  Honoria, 
liave  e'er  believ'd  what  now  thy  eyes  behold  ? 

A  few 
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A  few  fhort  moments  change  the  fate  of  ^tius : 
At  fetting  fun  thou  fawTt  me  crown'd  with  laurels. 
And  feeft  me,  with  the  dawning  day,  in  chains. 

Hon.  ^tius,  each  mortal  born  mull  feel  the  force 
Of  Fortune's  fway.    Thou  art  not  leader,  firft 
To  prove  her  fickle  change.     It  refts  with  thee 
To  amend  her  late  injultice  :  at  my  fuit, 
Caefar  forgets  his  wrath  ;  he  loves  thee,  iEtius, 
Forgives  the  paft,  and  claims  thee  for  his  friend. 

Mt.  Can  it  be  poffible  ? 

Hon.  Yes  :  Caefar  alks 
-  This  fole  return  ;  fecure  his  future  peace  : 
Difclofe  the  fecret  plan  of  impious  treafon. 
And  thou  art  free.     What  lefs  can  Caefar  alk  ? 

jEt.  Little  indeed  he  feeks — He  wills  that  ^tius 
Accufe  himfelf  through  fear :  my  innocence 
Mult  be  the  facrifice  to  raife  his  pride. 
And  make  him  feem  more  generous ;  well  he  knows 
My  loyal  truth,  and  bluflies  thus  to  wrong  me  : 
Hence  would  he  wifh  to  find  me  criminal, 
Or  fee  my  death. 

Hon.  Let  not  thy  haughty  fpirit 
Thus  juftify  his  anger  :  if  thou  art  innocent. 
With  modefl,  calm  demeanour,  plead  thy  caufe. 
Take  from  him  every  power  to  find  thee  guilty. 
Nor  leave  to  Caefar  courage  to  condemn  thee. 

JEl.  I  have  not  y^t,  Honoria,  learnt  fuch  bafe- 
nefs 

To 
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To  fave  a  wretched  life. 

/Zbw.  Thou  runn'ft  on  death. 

jEf.  Then  let  me  die :    death  is  not  furc  the 
worft 
Of  human  ills,  which  frees  us  from  the  converfe 
Of  wicked  men. 

Hon,  Thou  fhouldft  confider,  -^tius. 
Thou  yet  haft  liv'd  but  little  for  thy  country. 

JEt.  We  muft  not  meafure  life  by  years,  bur 
deeds ; 
The  bafe,  Honoria,  ufelefs  to  mankind. 
And  worthlefs  to  themfelves,  who  never  felt 
The  godlike  flame  of  glory,  though  they  drag 
An  age  of  being,  cannot  boaft  they  live. 
But  thofe,  who  tread  the  paths,  which  I  have  trod. 
Though  fhort  their  date  of  life  have  liv'd  enough. 

Hon.  If  thy  own  fafety  cannot  move  thee,-^tius. 
Think  of  my  peace 

^/.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Hon.  Yes 1  love  thee 


I  can  no  more  difTemble — when  I  fear 

The  lofs  of  T^tius,  I  forget  my  wrongs. 

And  pride  of  rank  but  little  guards  my  weaknefs. 

jEl  And  is  Honoria  one  that  counfels  ^tius 
To  learn  humihty  ?  By  fuch  diftin6lion 
She  but  inflames  his  pride.     O  !  could  I  bend 
My  foul  to  love,  as  I  admire,  thy  virtue — 
Then  fuff'er  me  to  die,  the  heart  that  feels 

Another 
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Another  wound,  would  live  to  thee  ungrateful. 

Hon,  Live,  though  ingrate — take  from  me  every 
hope,  •^-.  •  f'p 

Defpife  me  flill,  be  cruel  Hill — but  live  ; 
Or  if  thou  hated  life,  as  dear  to  me. 
Yet  feek  a  death  more  worthy  of  thy  courage. 
And  die  a  conqueror,  wielding  glorious  arms, 
Envied,  not  pitied  by  the  gazing  world. 

^t.  In  prifon,  or  in  battle,  -^iEtius  knows 
To  give  a  great  example  how  to  die  : 
Even  here  my  fate  (hall  kindle  virtuous  envy. 

Mark  if  this  vifage  guilt  difplays. 

Then  fay  what  thoughts  my  death  fhallraife,  . 

What  breaft  (hall  feel  for  ^tius'  pains. 
A  noble  mind,  in  fufFering  prov'd. 
Serenely  firm,  can  bear  unmov'd. 

When  undeferv'd,  reproach  and  chains. 

[Exit  to  the  dungeon,  guarded. 

Hon.  Heavens !    what  undaunted  courage  !  to 
the  laft 
He  meets  his  fate  with  triumph  !  how  I  tremble  ! 

SCENE    III. 

Enter   Valentinian, 

Val,  My  filler,  haft  thou  aught  obtain'd  from 
^tius? 

3  Does 
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Does  he  relent  ? 

Hon.  O  no  !  he's  ftill  unfhaken, 

Val.  This  *I  forefaw :    then  let  him  bear  the 
forfeit ; 
'Twere  now  beneath  my  dignity  to  fave  him. 

Hon.  And  yet  I  cannot  think  him  criminal : 
Such  firmnefs  argues  fure  a  mind  unfpotted. 

Val.  It  rather  proves  his  guilt ;  the  traitor  trufts 
In  popular  opinion he  fhall  die. 

Hon.   Think  better,  Caefar,  ^tius  dead  may- 
prove 
A  foe  more  to  be  fear'd  than  ^tius  living. 

Fal.  What  would'll  thou  counfel  then  ? 

Hon.  Seek  out  fome  way 
To  bend  his  ftubborn  temper ;  try  by  mildncfs 
To  wreft  his  fecret  from  him. 

Val.  Say,  what  means 
Have  I  not  prov'd  ? 

Hon.  The  only  certain  means, 
^tius  I  fee  in  love  is  vulnerable  : 
You  mufl  afTail  him  there  :  he  dotes  on  Fulvia  ; 
Make  him  this  facrifice ;  relign  her  to  him. 

Val.  How  eafy  'tis  to  give  to  others  counfel 
Which  pains  not  the  advifer. 

Hon.  Sir,  rriy  counfel 
Holds  forth  my  own  example  :  know  I  love 
No  lefs  than  thee  :  with  thee  I  lofe  my  all : 

Thy 
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Thy  heart  is  Fulvia's,  and  I  figh  for  -^tius. 

Fal.  Doft  thou  love  iEtius  ? 

Hon.  O  !  too  well  I  love  him  : 
Judge  if  I  gave  thee  then  fo  lightly  counfel. 

Fal.  Hard  is  the  talk  my  lifter  now  enjoins. 

Hon.  Thy  courage  and  thy  virtue  both  united 
Shall  Ihame  thy  fortune.     Let  a  woman  teach. 
Auguftus  fortitude. 

Fal.  O  Heaven ! 

Hon.  Be  now 
The  vi6lor  o'er  thyfelf,  and  let  thy  fubje^is 
Learn  hence  the  heart  of  Csefar. 

Fal.  ,'Tis  enough : 
Send  Fulvia  hither— this  Ihall  too  be  tried. 

0  !  didft  thou  know  the  ftruggle  of  my  foul^ 
How  hard  the  conteft  ! 

Hon.  From  my  own  too  well 

1  feel  thy  fufferings :  yet  fubmit  to  bear  them  : 
'Tis  fome  relief  to  know,  that  not  alone 

We  feel  thofe  pangs,  in  which  another  ftiares. 

Thou  ligh'ft  for  an  ungrateful  maid  : 
Behold  my  love  alike  repaid. 
We  both,  alas !  one  fortune  prove. 
Both  find  an  equal  foe  in  love. 


VOL  II.  B  B  If 


3/0  iETIUS.  [act  III, 

If  I  was  born  to  curelefs  pains. 

And  if  for  thee  no  hope  remains. 

Let  both  an  equal  courage  fhow, 

As  both  have  felt  an  equal  woe.  [^Exif, 

SCENE    IV. 

Valentinian  alone. 

Call  Varus  to  me  ftraight.  [/o  a?i  atten^anf  with- 
out.'] If  he  refufe 
To  yield  to  this  cxcefs  of  clemency. 
He  ihall  not  live  a  moment. 

.    Enter  Varus. 
Varus.  Caefar. 

Val.  Hear  me ; 
Difpofe  thy  tmilicft  fdldiers  near  conceal'd 
In  the  dark  dungeon's  entrance  ;  and  when  ^tius 
Shall  quit  this  place,  if  thou  behold' ft  him  fingly. 
And  ifTue  unaccompanied  by  Caefar, 
Let  him  be  flain. 

Varus.  I  (hall  obey  :  but  know'ft  thou 
What  tumult  has  been  rais'd  by  iEtius'  feizure  ? 

Val.  I  know  it  all — for  this  has  Maximus 
Provided  well. 

Varus.  'Tis  true — but  yet  I  fear — 

VaJ.  No  more — obey  my  will,  and  take  good 

heed  *   -^ 

The 
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The  deed  be  fecret,  doft  thou  underftand  me  ? 
Far  us.  I  underfland  thee  well.  [^Exit, 

SCENE    V. 

Valentinian  alone. 

\_to  the  guards  at  the  dungeon?^  Bring  once  again 
The  prifoner  hither.     Hence  my  juft  refentment ! 
Deep  in  my  heart  be  now  my  hatred  buried. 
Nor  let  my  looks  betray  the  war  within. 

With  florms  beneath  its  treacherous  breaft. 
Oft  ocean  feems  compos'd  to  reft. 
While  zephyr  breathes  in  gentle  gales 
And  univejrfal  calm  prevails. 

But  if  that  fiery  foul  again 

Reje6l  my  grace  with  proud  difdain, 

I  give  my  juft  revenge  the  rein. 

S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

jE«/^r  Maxim  us. 

Max.  All  tumult  is  appeasM,  and  Caefar  now 
May  haften^  at  his  will,  the  fate  of  ^tius : 
Rome  will  applaud,  and  all  thy  friends  expe6t  it. 

P^al.  What  mean'ft  thou,  Maximus  ?  'twill  then 
be  faid 

B  B  2  That 


37'2  ^Tius.  [act  hi. 

That  Valentinian  is  a  rude  barbarian, 
Impious,  unjuft — it  fits  us  now  to  follow 
Another  bright  example. 

Max.  Wherefore  !  fay 

Val.  Peace  :  ^tius  comes. 

SCENE   vir. 

'    ^  Enter  ^tius  in  chains. 

Max.  What  counfel  thus  has  mov'd  him  ? 

'  [ajtde. 

Mit.  Call'd  from  my  dungeon,  here  I  came, 
prepar'd 
To  meet  a  punilhment  unmerited. 
But  find  a  greater — I  behold  Auguflus. 

Val.  [(ifide.']  Unheard-of  boldnefs ! — vEtius,  let 
us  fpeak 
No  more  of  hatred. — See  me  now  thy  friend  : 
My  rigour  I  deteft  and  come  refolv'd 

Jtjt.  I  know  it  well — the  refl  Tm  not  to  learn, 
Honoria  has  prevented  thee  :  enough  : 
If  thou  hafl  nothing  further  to  impart, 
I  fliall  regain  my  prifon — but  even  now 
I  commun'd  with  Honoria. 

Val.  Yet  fhe  knew  not 
W^hat  Valentinian  means  to  offer  >E,tius.' 

jEt.  I  heard  it  all :  fhe  nam'd  my  liberty. 

The 
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The  former  friendfhip  and  the  love  of  Csefar, 
Thy  purpos'd  gifts. 

VaL  Yet  ihe  cojigeal'd  the  grpatell, 

SCENE    VIIL 

Enter  Fulvia. 

Behold  that  gift.  [pointing  to  Fulv. 

jEt.  Fulvia! 

Max.  What  can  tliis  mean  \ 
My  foul  is  chill'd.  \ciftJe, 

s    Fulv.  Would  Caefar  aught  with  Fulvia  ? 

VaL  [to  her.']  Attend  in  filence.  [to  ^t.]  Such 
a  profFerr'd  blefling 
Excites  thy  wonder  :  it  exceeds  belief : 
But  all  thy  fears  are  vain  :  my  word  is  given. 
And  thus  confirm'd.     .^tius,  receive  her  hand. 

jEt.  What  facrifice  is  alk'd  from  me  to  enfure 
The  dear  pofleffion  here  ? 

Val.  I  alk  but  little  ? 
Through  love  thou  art  guilty ;  and  who  lives  a 

lover. 
With  eafe  forgives  fuch  guilt :  I  alk  but  this ; 
Truth  undifguis'd  :  reveal  thy  whole  defign ; 
Let  me  entreat  thee  :  let  not  Caefar  ftilj 
Pe  girt  with  conftant  fears. 

jEt.  My  love,  farewell !  [to  Fulvia, 

Lead 
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Lead  once  more  to  my  prifon.  -^!^'  •     >  ■' 

Val  Shall  I  then 
Endure  fuch  infolence  ?  [afide. 

Fulv.  Alas ! 

Vol.  Yet  hear  me \to  ^tius. 

And  wilt  thou  thus,  ftill  obftinate  in  filence, 
Forfake  that  Fulvia,  prov'd  to  thee  fo  faithful  ? 
Speak,  ^tius ! — ^Yet  the  traitor  anfwers  not. 

\ajide. 

Max.  What  danger  threatens !  \afide, 

Val.  Doft  thou  hear  me,  ^tius  ? 
Know'ft  thou  to  thee  I  fpeak  ?  Are  words  of  mine 
Such  as  a  criminal  like  thee  fhould  fcorn  ? 

J^t.  In  fpeaking  thus,  thou  canft  not  fpeak  to 
^tms. 

Val.  [ajde.]  'Tis  now  refolv'd — Guards — 

Fulv.  [to  Val,]  Let  your  anger  firft 
Be  turn'd  on  me.  :^fT3~^ 

Val.  [to  Fulv.]  Canft  thou  not  yet  be  filent  ? — 
Releafe  the  prifoner.  [his  chains  are  taken  off. 

M.  Ha ! 

Fulv.  What  do  I  fee! 

Max.  O  Heavens ! 

Val.  At  length  I  know  thy  innocence  : 
Such  firmnefs  to  reject  a  fpoufe  belov'd. 
Dwells  not  with  him  that's  guilty — I  repent 
My  rigour,  j^Etius ;  but  fucceeding  gifts 

Shall 
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Shall  heal  the  unjuft  offence  of  pall  fufpicion — 
Go — Fulvia  is  thy  own — and  thou  art  free. 

Fulv.  O  happy  change  ! 

JBt.  Now,  now,  indeed  my  foul 
Firft  feels  confulion — Who  could  e'er  have  hop'd 
Such  virtues  in  a  rival  and  a  monarch  ? 
Thus  to  refign  the  treafure  of  his  foul, 
Thus  to  forget 

Val.  Halle  then — Impatient  Rome 
Expedls  thy  prefence  :  blefs  her  longing  light ; 
Banifh  her  fears :  there  will  be  time  enough      '  T 
For  fair  exchange  of  mutual  love  and  friendfhip. 

j^t.  I  blufh  to  recolledl  my  late  demeanour— 
A  gift  like  this,  Augullus 

Val,  iEtius,  go 
And  learn  henceforth  the  heart  of  Valentinian, 

jEi.  Since  Caefar  gives  me  life,  this  hand 

Shall  Caefar's  fway  maintain 
O'er  gelid  Scythia's  freezing  land. 

Or  ^thiop's  parch'd  domain. 

To  bid  for  thee  frefh  laurels  bloom 

Again  my  labours  fee  : 
The  war's  Hern  perils  I'll  refume, 

To  bleed  or  die  for  thee.  \^Exit. 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    IX. 

Valentinian,  Fulvia,  Maximus, 

FaL  Go  then  and  take  thy  fate.  [afide. 

Max.  My  hopes,  are  loft  !  [afide, 

Fj^Iv.  Moft   generous   prince  \    on  thee   may 
righteous  Heaven 
Return  that  happinefs  thou  giv'fl  to  Fulvia  ! 
Thy  goodnefs  ever  fhall  be  treafur'd  here ; 
Yet,  ah  !  permit  me  on  this  facr^d  hand 
To  feal  my  grateful  vows. 

Fal.  Noj  Fulvia — ftay. 
Be  firft  my  gift  complete  :  thou  knpw'fl  not  yet 
How  far  it  leaves  thy  every  vow  behind. 
How  far  exceeds  thy  hopes. 

Max.  What  doft  thou,  Caefar  ? 
This  mercy  now  milleads  thee. 

Val  Thou  fhalt  fee 
That  mercy  not  mifleads,  no|-  Caefar  errs  ; 
All  cares  and  fears  fhall  end. 

Max.  What  peace  can  follow 
If  ^tius  be  releas'd  ? 


SCENE 
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SCENE    X. 

Enter  Varus. 

Val.  Varus,  is  now 
My  will  obey'd  ? 

Varus.  Caefar,  thy  will's  obey'd, 
iEtius  is  dead. 

Fulv.  What  fay 'ft  thou  !  ^tius  dead ! 

Varus.  My  faithful  foldiers  in  the  pafs  furpris'd 
him. 
Nor  had  he  time  for  fear,  his  breaft  transfix' d 
Receiv'd  the  weapon's  point — he  groan'd  and  fell ! 

Max.  O  unexpedled  chance  !  [afide, 

Fulv.  O  !,  Heavens  !  I  faint 

[leans  agairift  the  fcene, 

Val.  Hafte,    hide  from  every  eye  his  bloody 
veftments, 
And  let  the  death  of  vEtius  be  conceal'd 
From  each  that  owns  his  caufe. 

Varus.  It  (hall  be  done.  [Exit. 

Val.  And  ftill  is  Fulvia  filent?  'Tis  thy  time 
To  fpeak — and  wherefore  doft  thou  now  forbear 
To  praife  this  generqus  prince  ? 

Fulv.  Inhuman  tyrant  1 
I  cannot  fpeak — unhappy,  wretched  ^tius ! 

Max.  Permit  her,  Caefar,  for  awhile  to  indulge 

The  firft  impulfe  of  grief. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    XI. 

J^/z/^r HoNORiA.  '  ;,. 

Hon.  Molt  gladfome  tidings 
I  bring  to  C£efar's  ear. 

Val.  What  fays  Honoria  r 
Her  cheerful  looks  betoken  happinefs. 

Hon.  ^tius  is  innocent. 

Vah  How  !  innocent ! 

Hon.  ^milius   has   confefs'd. — I   found   the 
traitor 
Conceal'd  in  my  apartment,  parting  life 
Scarce  breathing  on  his  lips.  -''• 

Max.  Di{lra6ling  chance  !  \_afide. 

Val.  In  thy  apartment  ? 

Hon.  Yes :  wounded  by  thee. 
He  there  had  lurk'd  the  live-long  night  conceal'd  : 
Erom  him  I  learn'd  the  innocence  of  ^tiug : 
The  dying,  Caefar,  never  can  deceive  us. 

Val.  But  did  he  not  reveal  the  wretch  whofe 
guilt 
Urg'd  him  to  Caefar's  deatji  ? 

Hon.  He  faid,  the  guilty 
Was  one  moft  dear  to  Csefar,  one  by  him 
Injur' d.  in  love. 

Fal 
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VaL-  His  name  ? 

Hon.  He  ftrove  to  fpeak  it, 
Collecting  on  his  lips  his  fleeting  foul, 
But  buried  with  a  figh  the  name  within  him. 

VaL  O  inaufpicious  fate  ! 

Max.  O  dangerous  trial !  [afide. 

Fulv.  Now,  tyrant,  fpeak — fay  was  my  confort 
guilty  ? 
Or  juftly  punifh'd  ?  What  avails  to  me 
Thy  vain  regret  for  jEtius  innocent  ? 
Who,  cruel  man,  fhall  now  reflore  his  life  ? 

Hon.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Fulvia  ?  ^tius  dead ! 

Fulv.  He's  dead  ! 
Ah  !  princefs,  fly  thy  barbarous  brother's  light ; 
A  ruthlefs  faA^age,  that  delights  in  blood. 
In  guiltlefs  blood — let  him  be  fhunn'd  by  each ; 
He  mocks  at  all  remorfe — he  knows  no  horror 
For  fuch  a  deed  ;  forgets  his  fame,  his  honour ; 
Thy  life,  Honoria,  is  not  fafe. 

Hon.  Inhuman  ! 
And  could' ft  thou  then 

Vnl.  Alas !  forbear,  Honoria, 
Infult  me  not — I  know,  I  own  my  crime ; 
But  ah  !   I  merit  pity  more  than  blame. 
Yet  counfel  now  my  fears :  all  prefent  here 
Are  dearefl^  to  my  heart ;  in  which  of  thefe 
Shall  I  explore  the  traitor  ?  When,  alas ! 

I  knoV" 
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I  know  not  which  of  thefe  I  e'er  have  wrong'd  ? 

Hon.  Not  wrong'd ! — ^Then  let  thy  thoughts 
recall  the  paft, 
Remember  Maximus  his  fpoufe  :  remember 
Thy  love  that  laid  its  fnares  for  female  honour. 

Max.  What  means  to  fave  me  now  !         [a/tJe. 

Fal.  And  mull  I  think 
That  mindlefs  of  my  favours  fince  conferr'd. 
His  foul  ftill  broods  relentlefs  o'er  a  vain 
And  youthful  tranfport  ? 

Hon.  Know'ft  thou  not  the  offender     " 
Forgets  the  ofFenfe  he  gave,  the  offended  never  ? 

Fulv.  What  danger  threats  my  father  !     [afide. 

Val.  Ah  !  too  truly 
Thou  fpeak'fl,  but  fay,  in  this  extreme,  Honoria, 
What  courfe  remains  ? 

Hon.  Com'fl  thou  to  me  for  counfcl  ? 
Since  thou  alone  haft  brought  this  evil  on  thee,. 
Be  it  thine  alone,  O  tyrant !  now  to  heal  it. 

SCENE    XII. 

Valentinian,  Maximus,  Fulvia. 

Max.  Caefar,  thou  ill  repay' fl  my  loyal  truth. 
If  thou  fufpe6i'fl  it  now. 

Val.  Honoria's  words 

Have 
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Have  rouz'd  me  from  my  lethargy  :  the  occafion 
Calls  on  thee,  Maximus,  to  clear  thy  honour ;     " 
Since  ftill  the  criminal  remains  conceal'd. 
In  thee  I  mull  believe  him. 

Max.  Wherefore,  Caefar  ? 
What  deed  of  mine  ?  Muft  then  Honoria  fix 
The  guilt  of  Maximus  ? — Is  this  thy  juftice  ? 

FuJv.  Unhappy  father ! 

Viil.  Certain  are  my  fears. 
jEmilius,  dying,  nam'd  the  traitQr  one 
Dear  to  my  heart ;  one  whom  I  wrong'd  in  love  : 
All  this  too  plainly,  Maximus,  to  thee 
Refers,  to  thee  alone — If  thou  art  guiltlefs 
Produce  the  proofs ;  meanwhile  my  fafety  bids 
Secure  thy  perfon 

Fulv.  [ajide^  Gracious  powers !  aflift  me. 

VaJ.  What  other  bofom  could  have  nurs'd  fucli 
treafon  ? 
Ho,  guards ! 

Fulv.  \to  Val.]  Barbarian,  hear — 'tis  I  am  guilty: 
I  to  -^milius  gave  the  deathful  charge ; 
I  am  that  haplefs  one  fo  dear  to  Caefar ; 
I,  cruel  man,  am  one  you  wrong'd  in  love. 
When  late  you  profferr'd  ^tius  to  Honoria. 
Had  not  the  ftars  been  adverfe  to  my  wifhes. 
Vengeance  had  now  been  mine,  my  fpoufe  had 

reign'd. 
The  world  and  Rome  no  longer  then  had  groan'd 

Beneath 
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Beneath  a  tyrant's  heart  and  powerlefs  hand  : 
Delufive  hopes  and  unpropitious  ftars ! 

Max.  [a/ide.~\  O  !  pious  fraud  ! 

Pal.  My  foul  is  loft  with  wonder  ! 

Fulv.   [afide^   Save  but  my  father,  perilh  all 

mankind. 
Val.  \to  Fulv.]  Could'fl  thou  contrive,  purfue 

fo  black  a  treafon. 
And  canft  thou  own  it  too  ? 

Fulv.  The  guiltlefs  ^tius 
Dies  for  my  crime,  and  fhall  I  fufFer  too 
]y[y  father  innocent  to  die  for  Fulvia  ? 

VaJ.  Then  Maximus  at  leaft  is  true  ? 

Max.  Auguftus, 
I  now  am  criminal — Since  impious  fhe 
Has  in  oblivion  fteep'd  her  facred  faith, 
The  father's  guilty  in  the  daughter's  crime. 
Punifh — fecure  thy  fafety  with  my  death  : 
That  partial  love,  which  every  bofom  feels 
For  its  own  oiFspring,  may  fome  future  day 
Corrupt  a  father's  truth. 

VaJ.  Fate,  as  thou  wilt 
Difpofe  me  now,  I  yield  me  to  thy  mercy  : 
I'm  weary  of  fufpenfe  :  if  life  demand 
Such  anxious  cares,  it  is  not  worth  my  keeping — 
In  thefe  extremes  of  doubt  I  find  new  courage. 
And  refolution  ftrengthens  from  defpair. 

6  Where'er 
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Where'er  I  turn  intruding  feat 

Would  Ihew  fome  untliought  danger  near : 

This  painful  being  let  me  clofe. 

And  with  it  end  the  fufFerer's  woes. 

'Tis  better  fure  at  once  to  die 

Than  thus  to  drag  mortality, 

When  hope  and  peace  alike  muft  end ; 

My  miftrefs  loft  and  loft  my  friend.      [^Exit, 

SCENE    XIII. 

Maximus,  Fulvia. 

Max.  At  length  he's  gone.    By  thee  I  live,  my 
daughter. 
By  thee  I  breathe — How  did  I  ftruggle  late 
To  hide  my  tender  feelings !  Let  me  now, 

0  let  me  clafp  thee  to  my  eager  bofom, 

My  hope,  my  dear  fupport,  my  life's  preferver ! 

[wou/d  embrace  her. 

Fulv.  Away,  inhuman  father  !    [draw'mg  hack. 

Max.  Why,  my  daughter. 
Why  doft  thou  fhun  me  thus  ? 

Fulv.  All,  all  my  fufFerings 

1  date  from  thee — Suffice  it,  that  td  fave  thee 
I  have  accus'd  myfelf :  O  !  hence,  nor  call 
To  my  remembrance  what  for  thee  I've  loft. 
What  by  thy  guilt  I  am,  and  what  riiou  art. 

•  * Max. 
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Max.  And  would'il  thou  flill  forbid  a  grateful 
father 
To  pay  love's  faithful  tribute — come — 

\wouJd  embrace  her. 
Fulv.  In  pity 
Leave  me  at  peace — If  thou  would'ft  prove  thee 

grateful, 
Unfheath  thy  fword,  my  father,  kill  me,  kill  me  : 
With  tears  a  daughter  begs  this  recompenfe. 
Begs  from  a  parent  whom  fhe  has  preferv'd. 

Max.  No  more  with  caufelefs  anguilh  grieye, 
Thofe  guihing  drops  reflrain  ; 
.    By  thee  fecur'd  I  life  receive, 
*       And  thou  by  me  ihalt  reign. 

For  thee  a  tyrant's  blood  fhall  flow ; 

A  kingdom  fhall  return 
The  great  reward  for  every  woe 

We  unreveng'd  have  borne-.  [Exit. 

S  C  EN  E    XIV. 

FuLViA  ahne. 
Wretch  that  I  am  1  Is  this  the  air  of  Tiber 
That  Fulvia  breathes  ?  Or  rove  I  through  the  paths 
Of  Thebes  and  Argos  ?  Or  from  Grecian  fhores. 
Fertile  in  impious  deeds,  domeftic  furies. 
From  Cadmus'  or  Atrides'  fatal  race. 
Have  vifitei  thefe  cHmes ;  while  there  a  flern 

Ungrateful 
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Ungrateful  monarch  fills  my  foul  with  horror, 
A  barbarous  father  here,  with  treacherous  guilt, 
Freezes  the  fp rings  of  life  ;  and  ever  prefent 
A  guiltlefs  hufband  Ikims  before  my  fight ! 
O  fatal  images !  O  dire  remembrance  1 
Diftra6ling  thoughts,  yet  fl:ill  I  breathe  and  lire  ! 

In  anguifh  while  my  tongue  complains. 
My  heart  is  torn  with  racking  pains. 

Through  every  part  the  frenzy  flies. 
I  call  on  Heaven  to  end  my  woe, 
Unpitying  Heaven  with-holds  the  blow, 
Nor  fends  the  forky  bolt  below. 

But  to  my  prayer  the  bolt  denies.     [^Exif, 


S  C  E  N  E    XV. 

The  captoh     A  crowd  of  people. 

Maximus  without  his  mantle,  Conjprators. 

Tremble,  O  Rome  !  the  dread  of  Attila, 
The  unconqUer'd  chief,  thy  great  deliverer  falls. 
And  falls  by  whom  ?  The  envy  of  Auguftus 
Has  murder'd  ^tius :  fuch  rewards  as  thefe 
A  tyrant's  hand  beftows.     What  hope  is  ours 
From  him  whofe  rage  opprefiTes  worth  like  fhis  ? 
Romans,  revenge  your  hero  :  call  to  mind 
Your  ancient  glory  ;  from  a  fhameful  yoke 

VOL.  ji.  G  c  Releafe 
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Releafe  your  country ;  from  impending  danger 
Defend  your  fame,   yourfelves,   your  wives  and 
children.  \_going. 

.,.  SCENE    XVI. 

Enter  Varus. 

Varus.  Hold,  Maximus,  what  more  than  rebel 
madnefs 
Inflames  thee  thus  ? 

Max.  Ceafe,  Varus,  or  confent 
To  aid  my  purpofe — All  who  love  their  country 
Unfheath  the  fword  and  follow — Lo  !  the  place 

\_  pointing  to  the  capitol,  all  draw  their  /words. 
Shall  give  to  Rome  her  freedom  and  dominion. 

[Exit  with  the  rejt  towards  the  capitoJ. 

SCENE    XVII. 

Varus  alone. 

O  !  impious  man  ;  he  leads  to  death  the  guilt- 
lefs. 
Then  calls  on  Rome  to  avenge  his  own  mifdeeds. 
Go  then — but  fuch  defigns  fhall  fatal  prove 
To  him  whofe  heart  conceiv'd  them — ^Traitor,  go  ! 
— But  hark  I  what  fudden  tumult  fills  my  ears. 

[trumpets  and  alarms. 

From 
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From  yonder  capitol  afar 

Is  heard  the  clafhing  din  of  war, 

A  thoufand  foldiers*  Ihouts  in  air 

Their  mingled  clamours  blend. 
What  now  remains  ?  O  !  let  me  prove 
Whate'er  the  generous  breaft  can  move. 
Of  focial  truth  or  loyal  love. 

The  fubjedl  or  the  friend.  [^Exi^. 


SCENE    XVIII. 

The  mj>enal  guards  are  feen  defcend'mg  from  the 

;    capital  fighting  with  the  confprator 5.  '  Thejkir- 

mijh   over,    Valentinian   appears   without  his 

mantle,  defending  himfelf  with  his  drawn  Jword 

againji  two  of  the  confpirators. 

Enter  Maximus  with  his  fword  drawn. 

Val.    Ah  !   traitors ! — S^fees  Max.]   Welcome, 
friend,  thou  com' ft  in  time 
To  give  thy  fovereign  aid.  \to  Max. 

Max.  \to  his  party  r\  Forbear — 'tis  mine 
To  take  the  tyrant's  life. 


c  c  2  SCENE 
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SCENE    XIX. 

Enter  Fulvia. 

Fulv.  What  means  my  father  ? 

Max.  To  punifh  tyranny. 

Val.  Is  this  the  faith 
Of  Maximus  ? 

Max.  Enough  have  I  diflembled : 
What  though  ^EmiUus  ill  perform'd  my  bidding. 
Thou  by  this  hand  fhalt  perifh. 

'   '      Val.  Impious  traitor  ! 

Fulv.  That  fword  fhall  never  reach  the  breaft 
of  Caefar 
Till  firft  a  father  takes  his  daughter's  life. 

Max.  Auguftus,  periih ! 

SCENE    XX. 

Enter  ^tius.  Varus,  with  /words  drawn^ 
and  foldiers, 

„  '     {■  No,  Auguftus,  live! 
yarns,  y 

Fulv.  Mtms !       . 

^      Val  What  do  I  fee! 

Miix.  Unlook'd-for  chance ! 

[throws  aw4^  his  Jword. 
SCENE 
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SCENE    LAST.       . 

Enter  Honoria. 

Hon.  Is  Caefar  fafe  ? 

VaJ.  Behold  by  whom  he  lives,  \_pomts  to  JEt. 

Hon.  [/o  ^t.]  What  God,  O  chief,  prcferv'd 
thy  hfe  ? 

JSf.  The  zeal 
And  piety  of  Varus. 

Fal.  How  ! 

Fanis.  I  feign'd 
His  death  completed — I  deceiv'd  thee,  Caelkr, 
But  fav'd  in  ^tius  thy  deliverer. 

Fulv.  O  fair  deceit ! 

yEh  Heaven  juftly  has  decreed  you 
To  owe  your  days,  O  Caefar,  to  the  hand 
You  deem'd  unfaithful — Live — for  ^tius  feeks 
No  nobler  triumph,  and  if  lliU  your  mind 
Harbours  the  fmallefl  doubt  of  ^Etius'  loyalty. 
Behold  him  once  again  a  yielded  prifoner. 

Fal.  Exalted  hero  !  'tis  thyfelf  alone 
Can  equal  worth  like  thine  :  clafp'd  to  my  breaft. 
Receive  this  pledge  of  penitence  and  love. 
Behold  thy  bride.    Honoria  fhall  prepare         , 
To  be  the  fpoufe  of  Attila :  I  know 
She  gladly  will  refign  thy  generous  hand 

To 
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To  conflant  Fulvia. 

Hon.  To  fuch  raatchlefs  truth 
This  facrifice  is  httle. 

jEt.  Happy  hour ! 

Fulv.  Tranfporting  pleafure  ! 

jEt.  At  our  prayers,  Auguftus, 
Grant  Varus  pardon,  Maximus  his  hfe. 

Val,  To  fuch  a  pleader  nothing  is  denied. 

Chorus. 

In  life's  uncertain  track  'tis  given 
The  mind  of  erring  man  to  ftray. 

But  Innocence,  the  ftar  from  Heaven, 
Dire6ls  through  fhades  our  doubtful  way. 


END    OF    THE    THIRD    ACT. 
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THE   UNINHABITED  ISLAND. 


PERSONS  OF  THE  DRAMA. 

CoNSTANTiA,  Wife  to  Gernando. 
Sylvia,  her  younger  Sifter. 
Henriques,  Friend  tq  Ge^nando, 
(jernaNdo,  Hufband  to  Constantia. 

Scene  in  a  fmall  liland. 


THE   UNINHABITED  ISLAND. 


SCENE    I. 


ji  pUafant  ^art  of  a  fmall  and  umnlialnted  IJJand 
•with  a  profpeii  of  thefea  :feveral  trees  ofaforeigji 
gtowthy  rude  caves  and  grottoes,  withjhruhs  and 
f  ewers.  On  the  forepart  of  the  fiage,  to  the 
right  hand,  is  a  great  rock  on  which  is  an  un- 
finifhed  infcfiption  in  European  characters. 

CoNSTANTiA  aJone,  wildly  apparelled  with  Jkins, 
leaves  and  flowers,  with  the  hilt  and  hrohen  part 
of  a  fword  in  her  hand,  appears  employed  in 
finifhing  the  Infcription. 

What  talk  fo  arduous,  but  unwearied  toil 
At  length  efFe6ts  !  Hard  is  this  ftubborn  rock, 
Kude  is  this  inftmment,  and  weak  the  hand 
That  inexperienc'd  guides  it :  yet  behold 
My  long  laborious  work  how  near  complete. 
Qrant  me  to  finifh  this !    then^  gracious  Heaven  ! 
Releafe  me  from  a  life  replete  with  forrows. 
Should  Fortune  e'er,  in  future  times,  tranfport 
3ome  traveller  to  tread  thefe  fhores  unknown. 
This  rock  at  leaft  Ihall  from  oblivion's  power 
preferve  my  fufFerings,  and  record  my  llory. 

jj  ,         \rea4s:\ 
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[reaJs.l  "  Constantia,  by  Gernando's  guijLe 

betray'd, 
"  Forsaken  here,  on  this  far-distant  coast, 
"  Clos'd  the  sad  remnant  of  her  wretched 

DAYS. 

"  Whoe'er  thou   art,    that   read'st   these 
mournful  lines^ 

"  If     savage    FIERCENESS     DWELL    NOT    IN    THY' 
BREAST, 

"  Revenge  or  pity 

"  my  diftaftrous  fate." 

Thefe  words  alone  are  wanting  :  let  me  then 
Conclude  what  yet  remains  to  crown  my  toil. 

[returns  to  her  work, 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Rnter  Sylvia,  tn  Tiajie, 

SjJ.  My  fifter,  my  Conftantia  1  [with  joy, 

Conf.  What  imports 
Thy  breathlefs   hafte,    and  whence  my  Sylvia's 
tranfport? 

Sjl, '  O  !  my  lov'd  lifter  !  I  am  wild  with  joy  ! 

Conf.  But  fay  the  caufe. 

Syl.  My  dear,  my  lovely  fawn. 
So  many  days  deplor'd  and  fought  in  vain. 
Is  now  return'd. 

.      *  Conf, 
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ConJ.  And  hence  thy  mighty  rapture  ? 

Syl.  And  think'ft  thou  this  fo  httle  ?  Well  thou 
know'ft 
My  fawn's  my  care,  my  darling  and  my  friend  : 
She  loves  her  Sylvia :  when  I  fpeak,  methinks 
She  hears  me  with  a  more  than  brutal  fenfe. 
She  fleeps  upon  my  bofom,  courts  my  kifles. 
And  flill  attends  me  wherefo'er  I  go. 
Her  had  I  loft,  her  have  1  found  again. 
And  think'ft  thou  this  fo  fmall  a  caufe  of  joy  ? 

Conf.  O  !  happy  innocence  ! 

\returns  to  her  work, 
Syl.  Shall  I,  my  fifter. 
For  ever  hear  thy  ftghs  and  fee  thy  tears  ? 

Conf.  And  can  I  ever  dry  thefe  weeping  eyes  ? 
Full  thirteen  times  has  fpring  renew'd  its  courfe. 
Since  thus  abandon' d,  and  fecluded  far 
From  human  race,  depriv'd  of  every  comfort, 
O  Heaven  !  without  one  glimmering  hope  again 
To  view  my  loft,  my  dear  paternal  fhores. 
Here  have  I  dwell'd  and  dragg'd  a  dying  life  : 
And  would'ft  thou,  Sylvia,  have  me  yet  unmov'd  ? 

Syl.  But  what  have  we  to  alk  to  make  us  happy  ? 
Are  we  not  fovereigns  here  ?  This  pleafing  ifle 
Our  peaceful  kingdom,  and  the  foreft  herds 
Our  gentle  fubje6ls  ?  Earth  and  fea  produce 
Supphes  for  us :  the  friendly  trees  afford 

A  grate- 
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A  grateful  fhelter  from  the  burning  heat ; 
And  hollow  caves  defend  us  from  the  cold  : 
Our  will  is  uncontroll'd  by  force  or  law  : 
If  this  fuffice  not,  fay  what  more  remains 
To  make  us  bleft  ? 

Conf.  Alas  !  thou  canft  not  mifs 
The  good  thou  ne'er  haft  known.     When  firft  we 

reach'd 
Thefe  lonely  fhoreSj  thy  lips  could  fcarcely  utter 
Imperfed  founds,  thy  young  ideas  then 
Unform'd  and  unconnected  :  thy  remembrance 
Preferves  no  trace  of  what  we  once  have  been. 
No  object  knows  but  what  this  ifle  affords. 
I,  who  was  then,  a^  thou  art  now,  remember 
(O  !  cruel  recollection  !)  what  I  was, 
And,  with  my  prefent  ftate,  compare  the  paft. 

Sj'I.  Oft  have  I  heard  you  boaft  the  wealth,  the 
wifdom. 
The  arts,  the  manners  and  delights  of  Europe  • 
And  yet  permit  me  to  declare  my  thoughts. 
This  peaceful  life  for  me  has  greater  charms. 

Conf.  Think  not  defcription,  Sylvia,  will  inform 
thee 
Of  what  from  light  thou  only  canft  conceive. 

Syl.  And  yet  thefe  boafled  lands  are  fill'd  with 
man — 
With  man,  whofe  fpccies  is  our  deadly  foe  ; 
And  have  you  not  a  thoufand  tim^s  declar'd 

Con/. 
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Conf.  True,  I  have  told  thee  oft ;    but  ne'es 
enough 
Of  that  detefted  race.     Yes,  men  are  cruel. 
Perfidious,  impious,  treacherous,  more  than  favage. 
Strangers  to  ties  of  foft  humanity  ;  \wteps. 

Love,  faith  and  pity  dwell  not  in  their  breaft. 

Syl.  Then  here  from  them  at  leaft  we  live  fecure ; 
And  yet — you  weep — O  !  if  you  love  your  Sylvia, 
Forbear  this  grief.     What  can  I  do  to  cafe  you  ? 
Do  you  defire  my  fawn  ?  Dry  up  thofe  tears — 
My  fawn  fhall  then  be  yours.         \takes  her  hand. 

Conf.  Alas !  my  Sylvia, 
Conftantia  has  too  juft  a  caufe  for  tears. 

\jmbracmg  her» 

If  I,  who  by  my  treacherous  fpoufe 
Here  banifli'd  from  mankind  remain. 

If  I'm  forbid  to  weep  my  woes, 

O  Heaven !  what  wretch  mull  then  complain  ? 

But  who  fhall  dare  condemn  my  grief. 
With  every  anguifh  here  opprefs'd. 

And  even  denied  the  poor  relief 

Of  pity  from  a  friendly  breaft  ?  [Exit, 


SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

^  Jhip  appears  at  a  diftance  under  fail, 

Sylvia  alone. 

How  obftinate  her  plaints  !  Her  conftant  forrow 
Affli6ls  my  tender  heart :  fain  would  I  footh  her ; 
But  prayers,  advice  and  chidings  all  are  vain  ; 
And  ftranger  flill,  whene'er  I  offer  comfort. 
Her  tears  increafe  and  I'm  compell'd  to  weep  : 

Yet  let  me  ftill  purfue  her 

S^going  Jfie  fees  the  fhip. 
■'  Heavens !  what  means 

Yon  towering  bulk,  that  rifes  o'er  the  fea  ? 
'Tis  not  a  rock — a  rock  remains  unmov'd  : 
And  can  fo  vafl  a  monfter  cut  the  flood 
With  fuch  a  rapid  motion  ?   See,  behind 
The  parted  waves  are  white  ;  its  fpeedy  courfc 
Outftrips  the  gazing  eye,  while  on  its  back 
It  bears  huge  wings,  and  fwims  at  once  and  flies. 
Conftantia  fhall  inftru6l  me  ;  fhe  can  tell 
If  yonder  form  is  not  fome  wondrous  being 
That  holds  its  dwelling  in  the  faithlefs  deep. 

At  leafl:  flie  knows 

[Gernando  ^w^Henriques  are  feen  to  leave 
the  fhip,  defend  into  the  boat  and  land.^ 
Ye  powers !  what  do  I  fee  ! 
O  }  who 
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O  !  who  are  thefe  that  now  have  reach'd  the  Ihore  ? 
What  fhall  I  do,  and  whither  turn  for  aid  ?, 
My  bread  is  chill'd  with  fear,  I  fcarce  have  flrength 
To  fly,  or  hide  me  from  the  approaching  danger. 

[hides  herfelf. 

SCENE     IV. 

Gernando,  Henriques,  in  Indian  habits  ^ 
Sylvia  apart. 

Hen.    Is  this  the  land,    Gernando,    we. have 
fought  ? 

Ger.  Even  this,    my  friend  :    its  well-known 
image  here. 
Remains  engraven  by  the  hand  of  Love  : 
My  beating  heart  confirms  it  for  the  fame. 

Syl.  [looking  out.']  Might  I  but  view'their  face — ' 

Hen.  Perchance,  my  friend. 
We  yet  may  be  deceiv'd. 

Ger.  No,  my  Henriques, 
This  is  the  fatal  place,  I  well  remember 
Each  craggy  rock.     Behold  the  cave,  where  laid 
In  gentle  fleep,  with  Sylvia  in  her  arms, 
I  left  my  wife,  the  treafure  of  my  foul ! 
I  left  her,  never  to  behold  her  more. 
'Twas  there  the  pirate-band  afTail'd  me  firll ; 
I  here  receiv'd  my  wound ;  there  from  my  hand 
The  weapon  dropp'd.  O  !  let  u^  hafte,  my  friend, 
1  For 
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For  each  delay  is  criminal.     Do  thou 

Yon'  quarter  vifit,  this  to  fearch  be  mine. 

This  ifland  ftretches  but  to  fmall  extent. 

Nor  can  we  wander  far.     My  heart,  alas  ! 

Has  fcarce  a  hope  to  find  Conftantia  here. 

Yet  fate  at  leaft  one  comfort  (hall  afford ; 

That  precious  earth  which  holds  her  breathlefs 

corfe. 
Shall  form  Gernando's  tomb.  [Exit. 

SCENE    V. 

Henrigues,   Sylvia  apart. 

Syl.  To  their  difcourfe 
In  vain  IVc  liften'd. 

Hen,  Haplefs  is  the  fortune 
0£  poor  Gernando  ;  fcarce  his  hand  receives 
His  lovely  bride,  when  call'd  to  diftant  climes 
He  trufls  himfelf  and  all  he  prizes  moft, 
Amidfl  the  faithlefs  deep  ;  then  landing  here 
To  feek  refrefhment  for  his  tender  partner 
O'er-fpent  and  wearied  by  the  tolling  furge, 
While  fleep  feals  up  her  fenfe,  by  ruffian  force 
Is  hurried  hence  to  diftant  lands  unknc>wn. 
Where  many  years  he  fighs  a  wretched  captive. 
And  hears  no  tidings  of  the  fair  he  mourns. 

SyL  At  length  he  turns — how  pleafing  is  his 
mien  I 

Hen. 


tHE    UNINHABITED    ISLAND.  401 

Hen.  Compaffion  pleads  for  him  in  every  bread. 
And  gratitude  in  mine.     To  him  I  owe 
Freedom,  the  fird  the  nobleft  gift  of  Heaven. 
'Twere  Cruelty  in  others  not  to  mourn 
His  fate,  in  me  'twere  bafe  ingratitude. 
The  heart  that  feels  not  for  another's  woe, 
Is  (hunn'd  by  all ;  but  molt  the  ungrateful  mind 
Is  jullly  held  in  univerfal  horror. 

The  tender  tree,  though  not  indu*d 
With  gentle  fenfe  of  human  woes. 

Is  grateful  to  the  parent  flood 

From  which  its  genial  moiflure  flows. 

For  this  he  yields  a  kind  return. 

And  thick  in  verdant  leaves  array'd. 

When  fcorching  beams  of  Phoebus  burn. 
Defends  the  ftream  with  friendly  fhade. 

[Exit. 

SCENE    VI. 

Sylvia  alone. 

What  have  I  feen  ?  It  cannot  fure  be  man ; 
Its  looks  would  then  betray  its  native  fiercenefs. 
Men  all  are  ftern  and  treacherous,  and  their  afpedl 
Mud:  bear  fome  femblance  of  the  wicked  heart. 
Nor  is't  a  woman,  for  the  garb  it  wears 
Is  fafhion*d  not  like  mine  or  my  Gondantia's. 
Whatever  it  be,  it  has  a  pleafing  form  : 

VOL.  II.  D  D  My 
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My  lifter  Hiall  refolve  me — Ha  \  my  feet 
Refufe  to  move,  O  Heaven  !  why  do  I  figh  ? 
What  means  my  beating  heart  ?  Can  it  be  fear  ? 
No — were  it  fear  I  fhould  not  find  this  pleafure; 
Far  different  is  the  pafRon  which  I  feel, 
This  namelefs  fomething  fluttering  in  my  breafl. 

New  joys  I  find  and  yet  complain 
Amidft  a  fweet  and  pleafmg  pain  ; 
Thofe  looks,  alas  !   but  vainly  pleafe  ; 
What  gives  me  pleafure  gives  not  eafe. 

I  run  a  thoufand  fancies  o'er. 

Delightful  hopes  unknown  before  ! 

And  yet  I  know  not  whence  I  figh. 

Or  what  my  diftant  hopes  imply.  l_Exif^ 

SCENE    VII. 

Gernando  alofie,  appearing  fatigued. 

Alas !  my  mind  prefag'd  her  fate  too  well. 
Vain  are  my  toils :  in  vain  I  feek  and  call 
Her  much-lov'd  name  :    thefe  eyes  perceive  not 

yet 
The  fmalleft  track  of  her  my  foul  adores. 
But  where's  my  friend  ?  Perhaps  more  fortunate — • 
What   ho  !    Henriques !  — Let   me   feek   him- — » 

Heaven's 
I  can  no  fprther— wearinefs  and  grief 

Weigh 
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Weigh  down  my  flrength — here  on  this  friendly- 
rock 

I'll  reft  awhile  and  wait  for  his  return — ^ 

[drawing  near,  fees  the  infcriptioni 

What  fee  I  ?  European  chara(5lers  ! 

Almighty  powers  !*  behold  my  name  infcrib'd  ! 

Whence   this   infcription,  from  what  hand  un- 
known ? 

\rea{Js.~\  "  Constantia,  by  Gernando's  guile 
betbay'd, 

"  Forsaken  here,  on  this  far-distant  coast 

"  Clos'd  the  sad  remnant  oe  her  wretched 
days." 

— O  !  Heavens !  I  faint— ^ — - 


[Jeans  againji  the  rock* 

SCENE    VIII. 

Enter  Henrisues^ 

Hen.  Speak  comfort,  my  Gernando ;  ' 
Yet  know'll  thou  aught  of  poor  Conftantia's  fate  ? 

Ger.  Conftantia's  dead. 

Hen.  What  fays  my  friend  ? 

Qer.  Read  there.  [points  to  the  infcriptions 

Hen.   [reads  the  firji  part  of  the  infcr'ipt'ion  to 
himfelf  then  exclaims ?[   Unhappy  fate  ! 
[leads  the  remainder  aloud^   "  On  this  far-dis- 
tant COAST 

D  D  2  Clos'd 
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"  Clos'd  the  sad  remnant  of  her  WKETCHED 

^  DAYS. 

"  Whoe'er   thou   art,    that   read'st  these 

mournful  lines, 
"  If   savage   fierceness   dwell  not  in  thy 

breast, 
*•  Revenge  or  pity *' 


There  the  fentence  Hands 
Unfinifli'd. 

Ger.  There  her  vital  fpirits  fail'd. 

\^ falls  in  an  agony  ofi  the  rock.. 

Hen.  O  !  tragic  iflue  of  difaflrous  love  ! 
Yes,  weep  Gernando,  for  thy  tears  are  juft. 
Mine  too  fhall  flow  in  fympathy  with  thine. 
Even  rocks  fhall  feel  thy  grief.     But  yet,    my 

friend, 
"^JMidfl  all  thy  woes  one  comfort  ftill  remains, 
(Nor  think  that  comfort  little)  no  remorfe 
Preys  on  thy  foul :  thou  haft  fulflll'd  each  duty 
Which  love,  or  faith,  or  reafon  could  require  ; 
But  Heaven  was  pleas'd  to  render  vain  thy  cares. 
No  more  remains,  but  with  a  pious  mind 
To  bend  fubmiflive  to  this  awful  ftroke. 
And  fly,  as  wifdom  bids,  thefe  fatal  fhores. 

Ger.  Forfake  thefe  ihores !    And  whither  muft 

I  turn  ? 

Where  doft  thou  think  I  more  fhall  find  repofe  ? 

O  no  ! — here  Heaven  has  fix  d  my  laft  abode  : 

Here  on  this  fpot 

Hen. 
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Hen.  What  means  my  friend  ? 

Ger.  While  life 
Informs  my  breaft,  I'll  brearfi  the  vital  air 
Conftantia  breath'd :  each  object  here  ihall  feed 
My  faithful  grief :  each  moment  I'll  return 
And  kifs  this  rock  ;  here  live  in  lingering  pain 
With  her  dear  name  for  ever  on  my  lips, 
And  dying  here,  complete  my  cruel  fate. 

Hm.  O !  my  Gernando,  what  haft  thoii  refolv'd  ? 
Would'ft  thou  abjure  thy  country  and  thy  friends. 
Thy  father  worn  with  years 

Ger.  To  fee  me  thus. 
Would  bow  his  reverend  head  to  earth  with  forrow. 
Then  go,  my  friend,  give  comfort  to  his  age ; 
Be  thou  for  me  a  fon  ;  and  if  he  feek 
To  know  my  fortune,  fpare  a  parent's  ear, 
Soften  the  tale,  and  fpeak  but  half  my  fufferings. 

Hen.  And  canft  thou  hope  that-  e'er — 

Ger.  My  friend,  farewell. 

Attempt  not,  while  my  forrows  flow. 
With  empty  words  to  footh  my  woe  ; 
No  mortal  fhall  my  anguifh  fharc ; 
I  afk  no  partner  but  defpair. 

In  thefe  abodes,  ah  !  what  relief 
Would  kind  companion  yield  to  grief  ? 
A  friend  would  but  increafe  my  pain. 
And  fwell  the  grief  he  felt  in  vain.       \_ExiL 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    IX. 

Henriques  alone. 

We  muft  not  yet  oppofe  his  rage  of  forrow. 
But  let  his  paffions  by  degrees  fublide  ; 
Then,  fhould  he  ilill  perfift  in  his  defign. 
Force  muft  be  us'd  to  bear  him  hence — ^What  ho ! 
Some  feamen  fure  attend  with  yonder  bark  : 
Come  forth,  my  friends,  [f%vo  feamen  ent^r. 

Hear  and  obferve  my  purpofe. 
We  muft  by  force  remoye  Gernando  hence. 
Who,  loft  in  grief,  refufes  to  depart. 
You  know  where  mfdft  yon  rocks  the  limpid  ftreani 
Winds  its  fmooth  courfe ;  that  place,  o'ergrown 

with  wood. 
Seems  form'd  for  ambufti ;  there,  'till  he  appears, 
Conceal'd  await ;  then  inftant  ruftiing  forth. 
Seize  and  convey  him  to  your  fhip. — Away  ! 

[Exeunt  feanun^ 

S  C  R  N  E    X. 

Enter  Sylvia. 

Syh  l^nfering.']  Where  is  Conftantia  ?  Still  I've 
fought  in  vain : 
Fpr  I  hav^  much  to  tell  her. 
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Hen.  [turning  to  Syl.]   Sure  I  dream  ! 
What  wonder  flrikes  my  fight  I   Stay,  beauteous 
nymph. 

S)'l.  O  Heavens !  art  thou  return'd  ? 

[ahout  to  fly. 

Hen,  Why  would'ft  thou  fly  ? 

0  !  hear  me  but  a  moment. 

Syl.  Say,  what  would'ft  thou  ? 

\_from  the  fide  of  the  fcene. 

Hen.  But  gaze  upon  thee ;  fpeak  a  few  fhort 
words. 
No  more. 

Syl.  Then,  ere  thou  fpeak'il,  give  me  thy  pro^ 
mife 
To  come  not  near  me. 

Hen.  Fear  not,  lovely  maid, 

1  promife  this-  [retiring  further  off. 
What  graceful  innocence 

Through  all  her  frame  ! 

Syl.  How  gentle  are  its  looks  !      [going  nearer. 

Hen.  But  what's  in  me  to  caufe  fuch  mighty- 
terror  ? 
I  am  no  afp,  nor  favage  beafl  of  prey : 
A  man  can  furely  not  affright  thee  thus. 

Syl.  [difurhed.']  Art  thou  a  man  ? 

Hen.  I  am'. 

Syl.  [flying^  O  !  lave  mc  J  fave  me ! 

Hm. 
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Hen,  \^  flaying  her.']  Yet  flay. 

Syl.  [kneels.']    O !  fpare  me never  have  I 

wrong'd  you ; 
Then  be  not  cruel  to  me. 

Hen.  \j-aljing  her.]  Rife,  my  fairronc, 
Compofe  thy  thoughts ;   this  caufelefs  fear  dif- 
tra6ls  me. 

Syl.  [a/ide.]  Sure  my  heart  whifpers  I  niay  truft 
his  faith. 

Hen.   O !  if  thou  art  gentle,  as  thy  form  be- 
fpeaks  thee. 
Say  when  and  where  did  poor  Conftantia  die  ? 

Sjl.  Conftantia  ?  Heaven  be  prais'd,  Conftantia 
lives. 

Hen.  She  lives  !^0  lovely  Sylvia  I — Yes,  this 
place. 
Thy  tender  years,  all  tell  me  thou  art  Sylvia. 
Fly  to  Conftantia,  while  I  hafte  as  fwift 
To  feek  Gcrnando. 

Syl.  Haft  thou  then  with  thee 
That  cruel,  that  ingrate  ? 

Hen.  Call  him  unhappy. 
But  not  ingrate  or  cruel — O  !  delay  not, 
'Twere  barbarous  to  defer,  but  for  a  moment, 
The  tender  raptures  of  this  faithful  pair. 

Sjil.  Together  let  us  go. 

Hen.  No,  that  would  afk 

A  Ipngei^ 
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A  longer  time  than  fiiits  our  prefent  purpofe. 
Seek  thou  Conftantia,  bring  her  to  this  place, 
And  with  Gernando  hither  I'll  return.         l_^om^, 

Syl.  Yet  ftay  awhile — What  is  thy  name  ? 

Hen.  Henriques. 

Syl.  [tenderly^  Then  hear,  Henriques,  tarry  not 
too  long. 

Hen.  What  means  this  haile,  my  fair  ? 

Syl.  Alas  !  I  know  not : 
I  feel  a  fudden  damp  at  thy  departure. 
And  feel,  at  thy  return,  as  fudden  joy. 

Hen.    And,  witnefs  Heaven,  I  could  for  ever 
hear  thee. 
Gaze  op  thy  fweets,  and  dwell  with  thee  for  ever. 

[Exit, 

SCENE    XI, 

Sylvia  alone. 

What  can  this  mean  ?  He's  gone,  but  ftill  re- 
mains 
Before  my  eyes  :  he's  gone,  but  ftill  my  thoughts 
Purfue  where'er  he  goes.     Why  am  I  thus 
pifturb'd,  yet  know  not  where  this  paflion  tends  ? 


What 
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What  is  this,  alas !  I  prove. 

Pain. or  pleafure  at  my  heart  ? 
If  'tis  pain  that  thus  can  move, 

O  how  pleafing  is  the  fmart. 

'Tis  a  pain  that  lulls  to  reft, 

Every  other  thought  difarms. 
Yet  awakens  in  mv  breaft 

New  deiires  and  foft  alarms.  [J^jv//. 

SCENE    XII. 

CoNSTANTiA  alone. 

Time  o'er  me  flies  with  pitying  wings. 
But  Time  to  me  no  comfort  brings  : 
Though  trees  and  rocks  with  years  decay, 
My  forrows  ne'er  lliall  pafs  away. 

Still  here  I  live,  and  mourn  in  vain 
A  life  of  flow-confuming  pain. 
O  !  let  me  yield  at  once  my  breathy 
And  lay  me  gently  down  in  death. 

\^/eats  her/elf  in  a  melancholy  pojture  on  the 

trunk  of  a  tree,  repeating  the  firji  part  of 

the  air. 

While  abfence  hence,  in  thoughtlefs  innocence 

My  Sylvia  wanders,  let  this  hand  refume 

Its  melancholy  labour.  [i-eturns  to  her  work. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     XIII. 

Enier  Gernando. 

Ger.   [not  feeing  Conf.]  While  my  friend 
Leaves  me  alone  to  grief,  here  let  me  turn 
And  kifs  this  precious  rock —  [fees  Conf. 

But  ha  !  what  would 

Yon  female  form,  and  whence  ?  What  can  this 
mean  ? 

Cotf   \jiot  feeing  him^   Perchance,  Conftantia, 
all  thy  toil  is  vain,  ~L. 

And  what  thou  here  haft  wrought  fhall  ne'er  be 
known. 

Ger,  Conftantia  !  O,  ye  powers !  my  wife  ! 

[embracing  her. 

Conf.   [turning,  fhe  knows  him.~\  Ah  !  traitor  ! 
I  can  no  more —    [falls  in  a  fwoon  upon  the  rock, 

Ger.  My  life  ! — She  hears  me  not  !— 
O  Heaven !  her  fenfes  fail — Some  cooling  ftream— 
Where  fhall  I  find— Not  diftant  hence  I  view'd 
A  cryftal  rivulet — but  muft  I  leave 
My  treafure  thus  alone  ? — ^Yes,  one  fhort  moment 
Will  bring  me  back  impatieni  to  her  fight. 

[Exit  haflily, 

•-.'     •  .     SCENE 
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SCENE    XIV. 

CoNSTANTiA  in  a  Jhvoon. 
Enter  Henriques. 

Hen.    [entering,']   My  friend,  who  knows   not 
yet  his  happinefs. 
Conceals  himfelf  from  me — ^Where  fhall  I  turn 
To  trace  his  fteps  ? — But  fee  !  on  yonder  rock 
Some  nymph  repofes — 'Tis  not  Sylvia — Heavens ! 
'Tis  then  Conflantia — What  a  mortal  palenefs 
O'erfpreads  her  languid  face  ! 

Conf,  [coming  to  herfeJf.']  Ah  me  ! 

Hen.  Conftantia  X 

Conf.  [without  looking  at  him.']  O  !  leave  me-— 
leave  me. 

Hen,  Banifh  this  defpair. 
And  Jive  to  crown  thy  confort's  faithful  love. 

Conf,   Hence,  traitor !    let  pie,   let  me  die  in 
peace. 

Hen.  A  traitor  !r-^fure  thou  know'ft  mc  not. 

Conf.  [fees  him.]  Ye  powers  ! 
Where  is  Gernando  ?  Art  thou  not  the  fame  ? 
Did  I  but  dream  before,  or  dream  I  now  ? 

Ifen.  Thou  didft  not  dream  before,  nor  dream'ft 
thou  now : 

6  Thou 
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Thou  haft  indeed  beheld  thy  own  Gernando, 
And  now  thou  fee' ft  his  friend. 

Conf.  And  could  he  then 
Return  again  to  his  forfaken  wife. 
To  whom  his  cruelty 

Hen.  Alas  !  thy  hulband 
Forfook  not  thee  ;  but  hence,  by  niffian  force. 
Was  hurried  from  his  lov'd  Conftantia's  arms. 

Conf.  Say,  when  was  this  ? 

Hen.  When  laid  in  yonder  grot 
Thy  fenfe  was  loft  in  fleep. 

Conf.  What  foes  unknown  ? 

Hen.  A  band  of  pirates,  with  barbarian  rage, 
Aflail'd  him  here  ;  awhile  his  valour  ftood 
Againft  their  fury,  till  his  hand  receiv'd 
A  lucklefs  wound  and  dropp'd  the  fword ;  then 

foon, 
Opprefs'd  by  numbers,  he  remain'd  their  prifoner. 

Conf.  But  wherefore  all  this  time 

He7i.  'Till  now  detain'd 
In  cruel  bonds,  his  thoughts  alone  were  free, 
And  thefe  have  never  ftray'd  from  his  Conftantia. 

Conf.  O  Heavens  !  how  have  I  wrong'd  thee, 
my  Gernando  ! 

Hen.  At  length  behold  to  liberty  reftor'd, 
Gernando  comes ;  behold  him  all  thy  own  : 

A  gain 
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Again  he  comes,  a  tender  faithful  hufband, 

To  give  thee  back  thy  peace,  to  calm  thy  forrows, 

To  live  and  die  with  thee. 

Conf.  Where  art  thou  then  ? 
Where  art  thou,  .my  Gernando  ?  S^govng  to  the  left. 


S  C  E  N  E    XV. 

Enter  Sylvia. 

8yl.  Hold  Conftantia, 
In  vain  thou  feek'ft  for  thy  Gernando  there  ; 
For  even  but  now,  in  tender  care  for  thee, 
Haftening  to  yonder  flrcam,  a  fudden  force 
Aflail'd  him  and  prevented  his  return. 

\_ pointing  to  the  right. 

Conf.    Ye  powers !    Aflail'd  ?    By  whom   and 
why  ? 

Hen.  Forgive  me  : 
The  fault  is  mine.     Gernando  thought  thee  dead. 
And  vow'd  to  dwell  for  ever  here  ;  and  hence 
I  gave  command  to  bear  him  off  by  force. 

Conf.  Halle,  let  us  fet  him  free.  [  going. 

Syl.  Conftantia,  flay; 
Already  have  I  told  them  all  the  ftory. 

Conf.  Mufl  I  flill  wait  >  Have  I  not  waited  long, 
So  many  years  endur'd  oi  tedious  forrow  ? 

'Tis 
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'Tis  time  at  length  to  find  a  happy  pdod 
To  all  my  woes. 

\jurn'mg  to  go,  is  received  into  the  arms  of 
Gernando,  ivho  enters  at  he  injlant^ 


SCENE    LAST. 

Gernando,  Constantia,  HENiiauES,  Sylvia. 

Ger.  Here,  in  thefe  faithful  ams. 
Receive  the  blifs  thou  feek'll. 
Conf.  And  can  it  be  ?  . 
Ger.  Do  I  not  dream  ? 
Conf.  Do  I  then  hold  Gcrmndo  ? 
Ger.  Do  I  embrace  my  wife^my  dear  Conllantia  ? 

Hen.  Thefe  tears,  carefTes,  ind  imperfe6l  accents 
DifTolve  my  foul  in  tender  f^mpathy. 

Syl.  l^goes  to  Hen.]  Tell  me,  Henriques,  where- 
fore are  you  thoughtful  ? 
Gernando  fure  is  kinder  far  than  you  : 
Mark  how  with  gentle  fpeech  he  fooths  Conllantia^ 
While  you,  in  fuUen  filence  feem  to  Hand, 
Without  one  word  for  Sylvia. 

Hen.  Could  I  hope 
That  I  were  de^r  to  thee 

Syl.  If  dear  to  me  ? 
Yes,  dearer  than  my  fawn.      \_  joyful  and  tenderly. 

Hen.  Then  give  me,  fair  one, 

2  Thy 
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Thy  plightti  hand  and  be  Henriques'  wife. 

Syl.  YouBwife  !  O  no,  that  were  indeed  a  folly : 
So  might  I,  Vft  on  fome  far-diftant  ifle. 
Drag  on  my  lays  in  mournful  folitude. 

Conf.  No,  Wlvia,  my  Gernando  left  me  not ; 
Thou  fhalt  knVv  all.     Men  arc  not,  as  I  faid, 
Faithlefs  and  chel. 

Syl.  When  Iknew  Henriques, 
J  thought  not  fd 

Conf.  Unjuftlyl  accus'd  them, 
But  now,  convin(,'d,  retra6l  my  former  error. 

Syl.  And  I  retrafl  whate'er  I  faid  before. 

■    \_gives  her  hand  to  Hen. 

\Chorus. 

When  lowering  cbuds  the  Ikies  o'er-fpread. 
Let  Hope  exalt  hei  cheerful  head. 

And  all  the  threis  of  Fate  defpife. 
Fortune  fhall  give  her  malice  o'er. 
And  Conftancy's  triumphant  power 

At  length  above  h^r  fufferings  rife. 


END   OP  THE  UNINHABITED    ISLAND. 
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THE  Son  of  Thetis  languillicl  out  his  hours 
In  exile  fweet,  'midfl  Scyros' flothful  bowers. 
The  Have  of  Love  ;   of  Lcve,  who  proudly 

view'd 
So  great  a  prifoner  to  his  fwiy  fubdu'd  ; 
To  keep  him  ftill  his  own  he  ev^ery  art  beftow'd. 
And  hourly    fome    new    chirms    in    Deidamia 
fhow'd :  v-tfrfi 

He  fram'd,  in  every  moveoent  of  the  fair. 
Each  word  fhe  fpoke,  u  i  -V    •' 

Each  limple,  unaffeded  look,-  ' 
Frefh  toils  that  might  Adiilles'  heart  enfnare. 
The   dwelling   tecm'd   with    all  that   could  the 
fenfe  allure. 
And  fix  his  reign  fecure.    '\^  ^  ^^  J* 
Throughout  the  fplendid  walls  around 
Soft  fighs  and  gentle  voices  found  ; 
And  languid  flrains,  that  pity  move. 
And  whifpers  of  protefting  love. 
In  filent  groves,  the  friends  to  flol'n  delight. 

Seducing  zephyrs  play : 
The  feather'jd  fongfters  tune  their  wanton  lay ; 
E  E  2  'Twbct 
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'Twixt  nek  and  rock  the  waters  take 

Their  Hripid  courfe,  and  murmuring  break. 
While  earth  and  Heaven,  all,  all  to  love  invite  ! 
In  female  voture,  heedlefs  of  his  praife. 

The  enamWd  Hero  wafles  his  days : 
Nor  arms  noibattle  here  employ'd  his  care. 

Nor  fpoils  ior  triumphs  gain'd  in  war  ; 

But  fweet  aldrefles,  joy  inciting  ; 

Faint  repulfls,  oft  inviting  v'^'"'  ■""  '  .  .' 

Contention,  lirg'd  in  fportive  mood ; 

The  promife  aiven  and  renew'd  ; 


Complaining,  .pardon  and  offence. 


■    And  flattery,  •  ttiat  blinds  the  fenfe  : 
A  thoufand  toys,  by  lovers  ferious  deem'd. 
But  childifh  follies  Vy  the  world  efteem'd. 

"  With  thee  al\)ne,  to  live  or  die, 

"  My  hope  ii  now  repos'd  ;" 
Full  oft  he  faid,  while,  with  a  flgh. 

His  melting  wbrds  were  clos'd. 

"  For  ever  thine,  in  t*hee  alone" 
(He  cried)  "  my  foul  can  reft ;" 

While  round  the  ^ir  his  arms  were  thrown. 
And  clafp'd  her  to  his  breaft. 

But  Glory  (who  beh^d  with  jealous  eyes 
How  Love  from  him  ufurp'd  the  prize, 
A  heart,  long-time  to  him  decreed  by  Fate,) 
Achilles  feeks,  reproves  his  abje6l  ftate  ; 
'    '^  -  ,  His 
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.    His  fpirit  dead  to  honour*s  cbmis, 
And  fets  before  his  view  Ulyfles  feath'd  in  arms. 

As  from  a  trance  Achilles  wjtes, 
Rous'd  with  the  ftem  rebuke  an.  gleaming  fleel, 
he  burns  - 

With  confcious  anger,  wh?e  by  turns 
The  flufhing  colour  dyes,  and  jow  his  cheek  fbr- 

fakes  : 
Swift  from  his  limbs  he  tears  tie  weeds  of  fhame. 
For  arms  he  calls — ^Witbfword  and  fhield 
He  now  departs  to  feek  ne  field, 
And  heal  each  paft  difgrace  that  ftain'd  a  nobleJ 
name. 
But  lo  !  where  Deid^mia  fair. 
Loft  in  love  and  wiU  defpair, 
Breathlefs,  fighirg, 
Fainting,  dying,      ..■.:>-  ..^ 

Purfues  his  flight,  anl  taiftly  tries 
To  vent  tbofe  fond  compliints  her  faltering  tongue 
denies. 
Yet  could  her  words  have  found  their  way. 
The  conquering  dame  had  won  her  lover's  ftay, 
"  Ah  !  princefs,"    (hs  the  weeping  maid  ad- 

drefs'd,) 
"  Unjuft  the  tranfpcrts  that  diftradi:  thy  breaft. 
"  If  thou  would'ft  have  me  bear  a  foul  fo  bafe, 
**  A  lofs  like  mine  were  eafy  to  replace  : 
"  Would'ft  thou  in  me  a  hero  view, 
''  Let  me  a  hero's  fteps  purfue. 

1  <'  Farewell ! 
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**  Farewell  !4to  me  for  ever,  {halt  thou  prove" — 
This  firn^arewell  of  parting  love       '^  briA 
Her  gentli  fpirit  ill  could  bear : 
A  tremor  hz'd  the  haplefs  fair  ;iiiw  h'«iuoR 
Through  all  W  veins  a  fudden  chillnefs  flics. 
And  mute  hd  motionlefs  ftie  Ues ! 
What  fhall  Achlles  now  ?   While  Glory  there 

beftowa 
Laurels  and  palmi  here  Love  his  Deidamia  fhows 
All  pale  and  fen^lefs  :  that  his  heart  proclaims 
Irrefolute  and  weal,  and  this  as  cruel  blames. 
The  hero  and  th^ lover  both  contendy)j I  i^'k 
And  both  his  agdhizing  bofom  rend  : 
The  lover  weep| ;  the  hero  burns ;  T 
He  now  departs^  and  now  returns : 
His  feet,  as  chalging  paffions  fway, 
Relu(5lant  this  orthat  Obey ; .  . 
At  length  one  gekerous  effort  made, 
And  all  his  virtue  furnmon'd  to  his  aid. 
He  curbs  the  pitying  thpughts  that  fain  would  rife. 
Awhile  he  fxlent  flands,  Rebates,  refolves  and  flies. 


Tis 
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'Tis  true,  that  forrowing  ftill  e  flies. 
But  Glory  at  his  fide  atteds ; 

Glory,  that  tears  of  forrow  ries. 
And  Love  beneath  his  eipire  bends. 

Capricious  thus  his  rule  belcv 

The  winged  archer  God  jaintains ; 

Who  meets  him  falls  beneati  the  foe. 
While  he  who  flies  the  onquefl  gains. 


EXD  OP  THE  SECONI  VOLUME. 
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